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ADDRESS TO SUBSCRIBERS* 



IN bojrifh days, I wander'd on ihe green, 

Cer field, thrcmgh grore, pleas'd with the aommer sceae* 

To Mouahold heath, I BometiBies heat taj way. 

To fiy my kite', on achooIhoj'B holiday ; \ \ 

Or sannter'd in the lovely rale helow, ' \\ 

To Thorpe, where Wenanin's winding watexs flow. 

Or eroas'd the tide to Witlingham-^dear ipot ! 

And all my little anxious oares forgot t 

Fix'd in my little hoat, tngg'd at the oar» 

TiU my young arms were stiff and hands were soce ; 

Sometimes would mount my pony, l^he as the laric. 

And take the circuit of sweet Cossey's Pazk~- 

DetightM Tillage ! to my heart most dear. 

Where Nohle Stafford dries the suffrers tear ; 

May Jeminghams-*may Staffords— ('tis my pray'r) 

For ages yet to come, he happy there. 

I'd ^in my top, my hag with marhles fill 

And lose them all on Norwich Castle Hill, 

Would view the charming scene, and pleasure Mi 

When e'er I heard St. Peter's noble peal. 

I've chac'd the butterfly, with downy wing. 

In Chapel-field, and4)ft would gaily sing. 

Or thmght I sung, while humm'd the busy bee. 

And sipp'd the sweets of Flora, roaming free; 

Oft have I watch'd within my Father's bower 

While she extracted sweets from many a flower. 

Like her I've labour'd to enrich my store. 

And fill my budget well with Minstrel lore. 

Long have I strove to gain each pleasing lay 

On Virtue, Love, and Valour, grave and gay j 

Like her I've pilfer'd, but have taken heed 

To gather sweets and leave the noxious weed. 
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IV ADDRESS TO SUfiSCRIfiEaS. 

Thus, while the " Norwich Minstrel " sings the lay 
In praise of wine, (as oft his thoughts will stray), 
Qe hegs that piudenee may direct the joys 
Of Bacchus, and discard the drunkard's noise. 
Condemns his wasting in excess whole nights. 
Squandering his substance 'taidst his false delights. 

And while he chants of bumper, glass, or bowl. 

Promotes kind socisd mirth and flow of soul. 

And while the British Fair is oft his theme. 

Let Virtue, more than Beauty, reign supreme : 

While he " sweet woman hails," with mind serene. 

Forget not B,oyal Adelaide, our Queen ; 

And as he Hfts his voice in England's praise, 

B^member Royal William in his lays : 

Beloved Monarch { British tars' fond pride ! 

To thee he drinks his grog at ev'ry tide ; 

For Nelson, England's, Norfolk's hero sighs. 

And for his King and Country fights and dies. 

Kind friends, my language cannot well impart 

The grateful feelings cherish'd in my heart : 

Thfough yoUf the Minstrel issued from the press. 

You aided me in sickness and distress : 

I now present you with my g^and gay. 

May you, well pleased, peruse your MinstGeVs lay. 

With warmest sentiments my boscnn swells. 

My gratitude the pen but faintly tells, 
May you b© hxp^ — 

Yours, 

JOBV BHft-p/ITiOmr WSUbfi. ^y 

Norwich,' February, 1831. ^ 



P. S. Some errors in my little book youll see. 

One free from fault ne'er was, nor e'er will be. 
As you peruke the Minstrel's lays be kind. 
May they give pleasure and improve the mind. 
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THE 

NORWICH MINSTREL. 



The way was long, the wind was cold. 
Hie Minstrel was infinn and old ; 
His withered cheek, and tresses rray*^ 
Seem'd to have known a better &j ; 
The harp, his sole .remaining joy , 
Was carried by aft orphan boy. 
The last of all the Bard$ wss he. 
Who sung of Border CSiivalry ; 
For, well a day i their date was fled. 
His tuneful brethren all were dead ; 
And he, neglected and opporessed. 
Wished to be with them, and at rest. 
No more, on prancing palfrey borne. 
He carroUed, l^t as lark at mom ; 
No longer, courted and carressed. 
High placed in hall, a wdcome guest, 
He poured, to lord and lady gay. 
The unpremeditated lay. 

• • « • 

A wandering harper, scorned and poor, 
He begged his bread from door to door v 
And tuned, to please a peasant^s ear. 
The harp, a King had loved to hear. 
Amid the strings his fin^rs strayed, 1 
And an uncertain waibUng made-— > 
And oft he shook bb hoaiy head. ) 
But when he caught the measure wihl^ 
The old man raised his face and snuLed ; 
And l^tened up his fikled eye» 
With all a po^'t extacy t 

- B 
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In varying cadence, soft and strong, 
He swept the sounding chords along ; 
The present scene, the ftiture lot. 
His toils, his wants, were all forgot ; 
Cpl4 diffidence^ and £^e» frost, ; 
In. the full tidd" of sobg were lost. 
Each blank in faithless memory void. 
The poet's glowing thought supplied ; 
And while his harp responsive rung, 
Twas thus the Iciest Minstrel sung. — 



GOD SAVE THE KING, 

-its SUNG AT THE NOJlWipjI GRAND MUSICAL FESTIVAL,. 
TUESDAY,. SEPTEMBER 21, 1830. 

God save our gracious King, 
William, our noble King, 

God save the King ! 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the King! 

O Lord ©ur Gbd arisfe; ^ 
Scatter his etiettifes. 

And makfe^them fall! 
Confound their politics. 
Frustrate their knavish tricks,. • 
On him our hopes we fix ; , 
^ God- salve us all ! ' 

Thy choicest gifts in store},. 
On William deign to pour. 

Long may he reign I . 

May he defend our laws. 
And' ^¥et grv^ us cause 
To sing -with heart aiidvoipe, 

God saVe tfi6 'King ! 

.1). ■■' . ■ " ■ 



THE KING, OOI^ BLESS HIM t 

. '. \ ' ,1,- graham, 

A Goblet of Burguij^y* fiBUfiUifcr me. 
Give those who prefer it Champagne ; 
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But whatever the maty k m hpi^pec inu4 h^ , ,( 
If we ne'er drink ^ bumper again. 

Now, now, when the cares of the day are throvm by, 
And all man's best feeling possess him, 

And the soul lights'her beacon of truth in the eye, 
Here's a health to the King I God bless him, 
God bless him, God bless him. 

Here's a health to the King, God bless htm. 

The wealthy of Rome, at their banquets of old, 
When to Aose whom they honoured they quafPd, 

Threw pearls o€ great price in their goUeti of gold. 
More coetly to render their dradght. 

I boast not of gems, but my hearths in my glass. 
Of Ittf love nought can e'er dispossess him, 

Upstanding, UnooTered, rouad, romd let it paae, 
Here's a health to the King 1 God bless him, 
God bless him, God bless hint. 

Here's a health to the King i God bless him. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! Upstanding, uncovered, round, 
round let it pass, 
, Here's a health to the King I God bless hhn. 



MAY THE KING LIVE FOR EVER. 

Triumphant victorious be Britons, my boys, 

While proudly success will command. 
Each tar on the ocean his conquest enjoys. 

While laurels shall cover the land. 
While surrounded by foes that in legions arise. 

And cry for our ruin aloud. 
The genius of England then* fury defies, 
And bursts like the sun from a cloud. 
Huzza! Huzza! 
May the King live for ever. 
The glory, the pride of our Isles. 

How needless to talk of our prowess in war. 
Or proclaim what the universe knows ; 

The Exile of France and his partizans saw 
What it was to have Britons for foe*. 

While surrounded by fees, &c. 
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OUR KWG IS A TRUfe BRITISH SAlLOft. 

daptain Mitfard. 

No ganger the heart of a Seaman appals^ 

lb fi^t or to fiall is he ready ; 
TIm safe-gnard of England is her Wooden Walls^ 

Attd the helmsman cries *^ Steady Boys, S^ady." 
See Britannia now tnoves sis a gallant first-rate ! 

And with transports the Blue-jackets hail her ! 
Brave William commands this prime vessel <>f,8tMli^9 

For our King is a true Bri:tisb Sailor* 

Our Kmg J84 tirae ftritish Sailor I 
Our King is ai ^lue Briiish SailOrt 
Brave William cpnmiands this prime vessel of st^i 
For our King is a true cHtish Sailor. 

The.^d waves around us m%v todouily whicitle, / 

An4 tempests the ocean deionn, 
But united the sweet rose, ihe sbamrodk^ and ^Jstle, 
' Widi ouir'iCIn^ we shall w^aiher the «tonli : 
H^ up with the hehn — ^Britannia's jSheet.flei#$^ 

Magna Charta on board will avail heCy 
Api^ ti^e better she sails as ihe.hardj^ ittitow^» 

For her Pilot's a true British Sdlor ! 

Her Pilot's a true British S^lor | 
Her Pildfs a true Brifish Sailor 1 
And the better she sails as die h(u?det it Ucws^ 
l^or her Pilot's a true British &ktlQr I 

To Albion^so dear is the gallant ^nie-felue, 

Our spirits with fire d'erwheliri, 
Whilst freedom and honour directs a brave crew, 

And William presides at the helm. 
Then fill up a bumper ! Britannia appears 

New rigg'd, and with joy we all hail her ; 
Here's a health to King Wfliiam, with three time three 
cheers, 

And long life to the first British Sailor I 

Long life to the first British Sailor ! 
Long IHe to the first British Sailor ! 
Here's a hesdth to King Wllliato, with three limtes three 
cheers! 
And long life to the first British Sailor. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OUli QUfiEN IS THE WIPE T)F A SAILOft. 

Ceqftam Milord. 

Fill a bumper on high, through ike world be it Imown 

That mercy ahd virtue prevail here ; 
A bHght sparkline gem, now is placed oa the thioiie. 

Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor. , •; 

To the heart of a lady, each Briton aspirea. 

His hand will in danger avail her ; 
Her virtue and beauty he guards and admirea. 
Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor 1 

Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor ! 
Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor ! 
Her virtue and beauty he guards and admires^ 
Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor. 

A Sailor, when laid by a bullet on deck. 

May exclaim ** I have now got a nailer; 
But Adelaide will not see my wife a wreek. 

For she is the wife of a Sailor I 
My boy I bequeath to my Country and King, 

Tis a legacy now on entail here ; 
And blest be the woman whose praises all sing. 

Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor !*' 

Our Queen is the wife of a Saflor J 
Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor I 
And blest be the woman whose praises all sing. 
Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor. 

" Too long " says Jack Tar, " IVebeenrubb'd up dsdown 

And weighed in an improper scale here ; 
But now I shall handle both grog and renown. 

My Queen is the wife of a Sailor." 
Long life to King William and Queen Adelaide, 

May peace and content never foil her; 
While all find protection, wife, widow, and friend. 

Our Queen is the wife of a Sailor. 

Our Queen is the wife of k Saildr I 
Our Queen is the wife of a Saiknr 1 
While all find protection, wife, widow, and friendf 
Our Queen is the wife of a SailoTr 
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THE KING OFTHE SHAMROCK, THE THISTLE, 
AND ROSE. 

While man, to the health of his monarch fills up. 

With nectar, his deep Bacchanalian cup ; 

Though woman scarce moistens her lips, she will sing 

With as loyal a spirit, a health to the King ! . 

To the King of the Wave.— To the King of the Brave ! 

To the King whom the proudest would perish to save ! 

Here's a health that will hallow the wme as it flows. 

To the King of the Shamrock, the Thistle, and Rose ! 

The Lords of the East may exult in their sway 
O'er slaves, who in enmity crouch and obey ; [fling 
We are bound with a chain such as friendship wouh} 
O'er the heart it loves best, so God bless the King. 
Here's a health to the King^ — ^To the King of the brave ! 
To the King whom the proudest would perish to save 1 
Here's a health that will hallow the wine as it flows. 
To the King of the Shamrock, the Thistle, and Rose. 



. THE BELLS NOW RING. 

A GLEE. 

The b^lls now ring, the trumpets sound, 
The thundering cannon shake the groun^. 
By this bonfire's light 
We'll pass this night, 

So let the glass go round, 

Let ^very soul rejoice, 

With one united voice, 

And sing.** God save the King." 
Let every man take off his glass, 
Tis a health unto their Majesties — 
To England's King and Queen. 



THE NAVY AND ARMY ! 

Though war no more, with ruthless hand, 
Spreads gloom and terror round, 

Pe not forgot the gallant band 
That Albion's glory crown 'd. 
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And while the glass you gaily pass. 

Where mirth and music charm ye. 
Oh ! let the toast be England's boast— 

" The Navy and the Army," 

The Army and the Navy I 
Oh ! let the toast be England's boast—* 

The Navy and the Army. 

Our sailors on the mountain-wave. 

Our soldiert in the field, 
With honour fight, humanely save. 

But never basely yield. 
Then while the glass you gaily pass. 

This welcome tribute levy : 
A bumper toast to Britain's boast — 

" The Army and the Navy !" 

The Navy and the Army I 
A bumper toast to Britain's boast — 

The Army and the Navy. 



THE CASTLE OF ENGLAND. 

Tho* Greece all the arts once display'd on her coast. 
And RotXke could her temples and palaces boast ; 
Yet what was a trophy, or fine gilded car, 
To the castle of England, a stout man of war : 
Majestic in grandeur she soars o'er the tide, 
The dread of her foes, but of Britons the j»ide ; 
In thunder her vengeance is heard from afar, 
For the castle of England's a stout man of war. 

Invaders may threaten, but bulwarks like these 
Will guard Briton's island the queen of the seaf , 
Whilst courage will strengthen the nerves of each tar. 
In the castle of England, a stout man of war. 
When the thunder of battle rolls over the wave, 
And mariners combat their country to save. 
Their conquest shall shine as the bright morning star, 
On the castles of England, the stout men of war. 



d by Google 



a 

^ENGLAND, THE ANCHOR AND HQm PV 

THE woj^ii), : 

tlNDAUirTE& in peiil, and foremen iii ditager, ' ' 

Ever ready the rigW of mankiiid %f^ Skfmi ;' 
The guard of the weak J and 8iip|)ort of fhB^stnUiger, 

To oppression a foe, and to fteedoih a fHelvd : "* 
Amid the rude scenes of dismay and oommotion, 

Since Anarchy first her red banners unfurlM, 
Still firm as her own natrre rock in thfe ocean, 

Stood England, the Anchor «ad' Hope (^ the World* 

From that shore Vhere our Sidney with spirit defeated 

The Corsicati chief who at Acre ,a8s^^l'a ; 
From that soil whence the foe has inglprious retreated. 

Where freedom has flburish'd and tyranny fajl'd ; 
From the banks oT the Rhine, with exulting epotion. 

Where Liberty's haAd retribution has hu^I'd ; , 
We turn to our own native rock in the ocean, 

To England, the Anchor and Hope of th^ wprld. 

Sweetest spot on the earth, where true honor combining 

With justice and truth giveif a strength to the whole ; 
Where the rose-bud of beauty, witlt valor .entwining, 

Exalteth the heart, and enlargeth the soul. 
O, l^d of 4ny birth! yet shall peace bie thy portion, 

And thy white saik in commerce again be unfurl'd ; 
And still shalt thou stand, lovely rock in the ocean, 

The Anchor of Europe, the tfope of ihc World. 



ENGLAND, A WORLD. 

Should danger e-er of^ioacli our coast, 
The inbred spirit of the land 
Wou'd animate each heart, each hand,. 

Wouldbind us in 'Ohe general host ! 

England) a world within itself! shall- reign, 

Safe in her floating towers, her castles on the main* 

Our isle*^ best rampart is the sea 
The midnight march of foes it braves : 
And Heav*n that fenc*d it round iYHI)>!.iirave8, 

Ordain'd the people to be free ! 
England, &c. 
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BpWABE OF U)y?< , 

Cherry. 
Deep as the fountain of this beating heart, 
Free as th^ vi|;2|l $trea0i from 4i]ience that fl^w^ 
Dear as my life, with which Vd 80oner part, 
Than forget to thee the gratitude I owe. 
Unwearied with the varied change, 
Through coast or climate as wfj range. 
No, no, no; no, i|0, mother, no, 
m ne'er forget the love^ the gratitude 1 o^ve. * 
Biytbe as' the rays that cheer the bhishing mom, 
Puls'd ifi Ais heart, dear sirter, dost thou move ; 
Blessed with each charm that can thy sex adorn, 
Yet sister, oh i dear sister, beware of love. 
Unwarying with die varied chang6, 
Through coast or climate as we range. 
Yes, yes, yes, yes, oh ! sister, yes, 
Beware, l>eware of love. 



THE BRIDEMAID. 



Bayley. 



The bridal k over, the guests ore all gone ; 
Th^ brfde's only isister sits weeping alone ; 
The wreath of white roses is torn from her brow. 
And the heSut of the bridemaad is desolate now. 

With smiles and caresses she deck'd the fair bride, 
And then led her foith with afiectionate pride ; 
She knew that together no more they should dwell ; 
Yet she siQil'd when she kks*d her, and whispered 
farewell. 

She would not embitter the festival day, 
Nor send her sweet sister in sadness away : 
She heard the bells nqging, she sees her depart ; 
She cannot veil longer die grief of her heart. 

She thinks of each pdieaaure^ each pain, that endears 
The gentle oompanioa of happier years ; 
The wreath pf white roses is toi?* fr«n her brow. 
And the heart of the bridemaid is desolate now. , . 



O ! WHEREFORE WEEP ? 

O I Wherefore weep, my sister dear. 
For truth and innocence are thine ? 
c 
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4 cbeQk lejieie. artless grai^et ^hin^ : 

Efetf weep not tBw, my sfetef deaf. 

I lovG the well, my sister fair^ 
Tliy Bosom doaa my tove retiiro ; 

Thy sorrows, then, O I Jet me share--* 
1 cannot Bear to seo thee mourn ; 

Let othcrs^ weep reproof who hear» 
But weep not thou, my sister dear* 

STy sister dear, I smile oncemoxfti — 
I love to aee thy laughing eya; 

Hy comfort in thy smiles restore. 
And thme my mueic ahall supply : 

Thy tuneful voice I love to hear — 
But weep net more^ my aister deaL 



»^'- 



WHEN ae*B/ Hn»B fiARTH. 

T* Moore, 

When cold in the, earthy lies therfriendthou h^t loved, 

Be his faults and hia follies forgot by thee then ; 
Or, if from their dumber the veil be removed. 

Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again. 
And On ! if 'tis pain to rememberhow faT " 

From the patiwayB of iight he was tempted to roam, 
Be it blis» to remember that tiioti wert the star 

That arose on his darkness find: gQkted him'ltoitte. 

From thee and thy innocent, beauty first cam^ 

The revealings; that taught him tn^e love to a^ore,. 
To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 

From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 
O'er the waves of a life, long^ benighted and wild, 

Thou cams V 1^1^^ a soft goldl&n calm*^ o'er^thesea; 
And if happine^ purely and gibwmgly^stfiird' ^ ' 

On his fevening horizon, the ligiit was'fh)!!! thee. 

And tho' sometimes the shade of past folly would rise, 
And tho' falseho6d again would adlunr faim to stray. 

He but turn'd to {he, dory that dwelt in thoise ey^, 
And the folly, the fals.ehood, sooli'tanist'd i^vay. 
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As the priests of the su^ i^hen jk^ix iJ.t^rs ^e 
At the day-beains aonh c^uld tt^ lusM pift 

So, if virtue a momeod grewlciriguid m 'HivBik 
He but fle# to thut stnUe ^d JiekiiiOHed It fk^e. 



Tiij5Tjt<aprar» REST; 



FijCi/f.t 



Ruwr thee J weary pilgrim ^ rest llieel i , i 

All thy toilsome jaamey done; -i 
Heav'fi'* rich grace has freely bl€«t thee ; 

A ad thy glorious &hriB« is waa 1 
See the gear's declining features 

Chan^ng ia their slow decay j 
So ahallbe the change of erealurea, ^ 

Godlike man shail pass away I 

Thou hast tasted earth's best pleasure. 

Thou hast backed in fortune's sun ; 
Now thy days have filled their measure, 

And thy course of years i* run : 
Bat thy heart hath rested never, 

Ob the joys poor earth could give. 
Thy firm hope was fix^ for ei^ef. 

Where the soul shalj tr^ly iive. 

So, wheo fades the world's false glory, 
Thou wilt gladly say— adieu I 

And with yea^ ^d virtues hoary, 
Rise to joys for ever new. 

Rest thee, piigrim I rest Recurely, 
Tbroaed above the vaulted sky^ 

prink life's waters ^ gushing purely 
■i* From th« eternal source on high. 



ta mnm tAw», aoo& NioitT. 

_ Lord Byron, 

^^ iPffi^Mp'er the waters blue ; 

"The n||SitrVin<if ^ifib» ^ tj^akejr? roar, ^ 
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Yon sun that^^tis^^CM^'^sfea .*_ i ,\*\ 
We follow in its gi^t ; .. \^ - ^l 1/ 

Farewell, awme> to £]ii:a»d.tfafiP». ,r ,,i 
My native toini, good night r - 

WkH tJiee, my baik, FU -swiftly go 

AthwwtthefoaBfilig.li9i|e'}7 ^ - 

Nor keed what landt^u Ibear'st me to. 

So not again to mine. 
WelcoBi^ welcome»;y^ dakjobhie w««e% 

And ^hen ye fail my sig^ / 
Welcome ye'ae8aTl».aad yeteanrei^ - 

My native kuMl> ^ood ni^ i '. ' ^ 



TfHE I4ST WHISTLE. ;/ 

Whether saiW or not, for a moment avast. 
Poor Jack's mizen topsail is laid to then^^t ; ' r 
He'll never turn out, or agsdi^ he^ve Uie^lfetady 
He*8 now all aback, nor will sails sbopt a-be^^^ 
Yet tho' worms gnaw bis timbers, bis ve^el's.a wreck. 
When be bears 3ie Last Whistle, bell jump up«tt deck. 

With bis frame a mere bulk, and bis reckoning on board. 

At last be dropped down to mortality's road, 

With eternity's ocean bdbre bim in view^ 

He cheerfully pip'd out ^^ My messmate9> adieu: 

Tho' the worms gnaw my timbers, and jny, vessel's a 

wreck. 
When I bear the Last Whistle,, HI jump^ upoa deck." 

Secure in bis cabin, be^s moor^ in the grave. 

He bears^now no more the loud roar of the wave : 

Press'd l>y death, he \» sent to tbe tencto^, b^low. 

Where seamen and lubbers mt»^ ev'ry one got 

Yet tho' worms gnaw bk ^b«n, and hb vessel's a 

wreck. 
When he bears tb9 Last:Wliil|]|i,li0^j«BBi^^pOn de^* 



LAY OF THE IMPRISONED HUNTSMAN. 

My hawk Is Jtired of percb smd Jioo^i, 
My idle greyhound loathes bis {bod. 
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My horie is weary of his giall, '[^^^^-^^f^ 
And I am sick of captive tbmlL ^^f 
1 wish I -were as I have T>een, ^f^ 

Hunting the hart io forests green, 
With ^aded bow, and blood hound free;' 
For thafs the life i» itieet for me, 

I hate to l«aro the ebb of time, J* ^ 

From yon dull steeple's drowsy ehjme^ 
Or mark it, as the sun -beams crawl, ' 't' 
Inch after inch, alon^ the waJh ' ''^ 
Tlie lark was wont my matine rinf , I »*W 
The sable rook my vespers siti^; '^ 

These towers, although a king's tbey be^ ^ 
Have not a hall of joy for me. 

No more at dawning morn I rise^ 
And sun myself in Ellen's eye's, ' . 

Drive the fleet deer the forest through, 
And homeward wend wkh evening dew ; 
A blithesome welcome blithely meet. 
And lay my trophies at her feet, ' 

While fled the eve on wings of glee — *' 
Tfiat lifi is lost to love and me^ ,,.] 



ONE BUMPBR AT PARTING. 

T.Moore. 

One bnmper at parting !-^4hOQgh many ^ 

Have circled the board since we met, 
The fullest, the saddest of any 

Remaios la be crowiiM by iis yet. 
The sweetness that pleasure has m it 

Is always so slow to come forth, 
That seldom, ^la« Ir till the minute 
• lilies, do we know half its worth I 
But fill May our life's happy measure,/ 

Be all of sacQ memento maae up ;< ^ 
They are bom on the bw>m qf plwu^e,>p 

They die 'midst thq tears of tb^ qijip.. r 

A9oikwaid we jomni^, hoiw pleasant 
To pause and inhabit awfau^ ' ' 

Those few sunny spcxts. like Ihe present, 
That 'mid the dnH wilderness smile! 
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QieSj " Oix^^r4, &Bd ^pui*0 Uie jay iKmrs ; 
Aod Bevejr did Xii»^ tjc^^^jj S^^t£x^ 

Than when liis Fay lie^ ^i;i^Qii4g flowcra, 
Byit j^me^r-r— May our life'^ ^*^/ «i.ea?i«rG 

Be all of aqch momejii^ #^di^ v^; 
They're bom on ^iie bpsoi^ of pleasure, f 

They 4>^ *midBt t^ teais c;^ ^e enp. 

This e)^^i<ig, s^e ji^w ^% mw ieirtqfif ^ 

la watery hi? gjo^ry flua^de brightrTrr « 

Oh I tnjM ^Gj c^ lar^>^.eil <^'.4^]^g * 

Should be &.& t)^t fefe^^^lt of Jtgb* 3 
Ygia €av how he %iffh'd, by dartiiig 

His beam o'er « de^ hilloVs bi&i-w* 
So fill up---leu sJbiiiie sdC <Jur p^rtlJi^ ' ^ 

In ftill liqiLid glojVi Jiif# h»m, ' ^^ 

And ph J moj our hfc'* happy monijii;^ 

Twas hpni op t^l^e Ixjso^ of pVeaj^jijre^ 
it die5 'n^d^t t^ X^m 9f t^^ PPP* ^ " 



MY MORN OF LiFfi. 

My merm of life, how g«y, how blesT/ 

How swift the momenti flew I 
No pj^b# diiiwrh*d iny tf^jg^i^l hfm^» 

For pare 1 stevef kp^w, 
1 dearly lov'd my lit^e cot, 

Nought could my ataJLa improvf^ 
Felicity wsis £dward « 1(4* 

For 1 had Mary'^ ljQy*f 

Each ppming with ^he laric I to^, 

By her sweet carol cheer 'd i 
And labour foi my Mary's sjake, 

A pleasing task appeaf*d* 
The pomp qjF gplendor I d^pis^. 

I love my peaceful grove -, 
Vet stiH tli^ tf^siiwji^ J liu^ pi^^, 

la gentle Mww'* IfW - 



o.-ff 



»^.' 



d by Google 



Time wm, thy locks were brown, (mnd JcrliBr 

And mine were golden bright j - ^ 

Whicli liow ariS silver'd like tbe fa* 

DoWn lomond's lofty height ; 
Full many a wrang we've suier'd, Joka, 

Wr t^r drops in our e^e> 
AJBtt lie like days o' sorrow^ Join^ , ^^- ^ ,;*i 

W^ wfeh na mair to see^ n . *• -» | * 

Tken here's a % for snarting Hme; ' , 

Wi* 1b«tiite« lon^ find grim ; 
Come, prime fbe eup, m^ giJtJe weAd &i&Adt . 

And |>l«dge me brim to brim. 

The simmer of our lives is past, 

Butj John, well niver ligh; 
WeVe fnendship left enoaghr to warm 

Our anld hearts till we die- 
And ^vhett tliat da^ shall come, (txetid John, '^ 

We will Hit meet it sidr. 
But tkhdcimsT ft^itte:^y^ t^Aiy^ 

Afiid could na make it mair. 

Then kefe'»«a fig^lBD. 



OH ! DO NOT oivfiirjnr to tlfip ifBBv®6\vs 

opcjart^ 

Oh ! do not ^te itfay to the shadows of care. 

They will darken the dawn of our happiest hotJra ; 
Count 'the flow V^ which s!jew'd in-your path, but beware 

How you reckon the thorns vhich are node r iheflow'rs. 
The thoVfw which you tread an may wound yoii to day, 

But to morrow may offer some balm to t&c wound ; 
And think not wheff atinahitie enlivens your way. 

That embryo tempeits are gathisriftg roundJ 

Then look forwhltf '^e nie»--I will niever de^iid, 

Till your lips shall ti^ve caacell'd our mutusf vaif^^ 
There's a tranqiiil fu1a0ity* smiling l>eyond' 

The light clouds that at>]^ear to endtde us now ; 
Tho' th0>i^m(<#iM iMimig' ^ "OSesiisstf db66ui«, 

Tho' the sunforf fL^$me'mkfirt6s'vtbtmh^'o*i^^ 
Yet at noon he'll c^ijg^'f(Mth'» mort^i)!^eseid aiid pure, 

From the transient ecli}^ he^ tmiUeA; 1^ )^. 
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THEY MOIJRN J|E DEAD IN MY [OTHER'S 
HALL 

Tnt^ tnoum me dead in my father's h^^ " 

The black banner waves on the towV; " : < 
While bitterly weeps my forsaken lovfer, ^ ^ ' 

in her long neglected bowen ' ^' i. -r 
Ah ! miiden, cease those pearly tears, , . ^ 

And give thy lute its lone, , • ; . • 

For a penitent knight returns fo thine armf. 

And the joys of the da^s that are gon«t. .[ ... 

The harp shall sound in my father's hal)^ f 

The gay minstrel merrily sing, . . . . . ) 
And the village belb, greeting my ^HA neMirn, 

Our sweet bridal pe^l shall ring. ' - 

Then, maiden, cease those pearly tears, 

And give thy hite its tone, 
For a penitent knight, returns to thine arms, 

An^ the joys of the dap that are gone. 



MORALITY ON THE FORETOP. 

Dihdin, 

Two real^tawi'whom duty call'd 
To watch in the ship's foretop. 

Thus one another over-haurd, .;':.'..: 

And took a cheering dmp : ^ 
" I say. Will Hatchway;* cried Tpm Tow, 

*' Of conduct what's your sort, 
A3 through the voyage of life you go, 
« ^f • To bring you safe to port ?** 

CJriedJack, •* You chap, why don't you know. 

Our passions close to reef, 
To steer %vhere honour points th^ ptow, 

To hand a friend relief: 
These anchors get but in your powep, 

My life for't thars your sort ; 
The sheet, my boy, and the best bower 

Shall bring you up in port/' 
" Why then, youVe out, and there's and end," 

Tom cried out blunt and rough ; 
*\ Be good, be honest serve a mend, 

Be maxims good enough : 
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V?to wrpeslili eye tft tothet^ woe 

That tar's for me the sort ; 
iias ressel right a-head AM igts 

Totedtj«ryadport. 

** Let storms of life upon me press, 

Misfortunes make me reel — 
Why, dang it, what's my own distress ? 

For others I must feel : 
Aye, aye, if bound with a fresh gale 

To heav'n, this is your sort; 
A handkerchief's the best wet sail 

To bring you safe to port." 



THE SAILOR'S (X)NS0LAT10N. 

Dibdin. 

One night it blew a hurricane, 

The sea was mountains rolling, 
Whetf Barney Buntling tum'd his quid, 

And said to Billy Bowling, 
** A strong north-west is blowing, Bill, 

Ah ! don't you hear it roar now ? 
Lord, help us, how I pity all 

Unhappy folks a-shore now. 

" You see how many folks are out 

On business from their houses, 
And late at night are getting home 

To cheer their babes and spouses. 
Poor oreatvires, how they envy us, 

And wish, as I've a notion. 
They all might be in such a storm. 

Safe upon the ocean. 

" Fool hardy chaps that live in town, 

The danger's they are all in ! 
For they lay quaking in their beds. 

For fear their roofe should fall in. 
Whilst you and I, lash'd on the deck, 

Are comfortably lying. 
What bricks, what tiles, what chimney-pots ! 

About their heads ai-e flying. 

D 
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<< How oft^ have we hettid from town^ 

Of being killed and undone, 
By oyerturning carriages, 

By thieves, and fkes, in Londoiu 
Tou see what risks our landsmen run. 

From noblemen to tailors; 
So, Bill, let us thank Providence 

That you and I are sailors." 



THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

CampbelL 

Our bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had lowr'd. 

And ^e sentinel stars set ^eir watch in the sky ; 
And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower'dy 

The weary to sleep and the wounded to die- 
When reposing that night on my pallet of straw. 

By the. wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain ; 
At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 

And thrice e're the cock crew 1 dreamt it again. 

Methought, from the battle-field's dreadful array. 
Far, hx, I had roamed on a desolate track ; 

Till autumn, and sunshine arose on my way. 

To the home of my father, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft, 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft. 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers sung. 

Then pledg'd we the wine-cup, and fondly I swOre, 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part ; 

My little ones kissed me a thousand times o'er, 
And my wife sobbed aloud, in the fullness of heart. 

Stay, stay with us — rest, thou art weary and worn. 
And fain was the war-broken soldier to stay ; 

But sorrow retum'd with the dawning of mom, 
And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 
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SUSAN'S DREAM. 

TwA8 at night, when the bell had toU'd twelve, 
And sweet Susan was laid on her pillow, 

In her ear wbisper'd some flitting elf, 
** Your love is now tost on a billow, 

Far, far at sea !*' 

All wa9 dark as she woke out of bteath^ 
Not an object her fears could discover ; 

All was still as the silence of death, 
Save fancy which painted her lover. 

Far, far at sea. 

So she wbisper'd a praver clos'd her e3^. 
But the phantom still haunted her pillow, 

Whilst in terror she echoed his cries. 
As struggling he sunk on a billow. 

Far, far at sea. 



Mt HARP. 



Metiiouoht I had for ever lain 

My wild and wreathless harp aside, 
Nor dreamt that forth its chords again 

Would e'er break from my songs rude tide ; 
But Beauty's bidding is a spell. 

Which minstrel may not disobey. 
Her kindly smile, he knows full well. 

Will be the guerdon of his lay. 

My harp ! my harp ) lon^ years have flown. 

Since Aou wert heard m bower or hall ; 
Retatn'stthou still thy wonted tone I 

Or has thy sweetness feded all ? 
Tho' grief has tamed the minstrers fire. 

And age ha9 chilled his trembling band, 
Once more Ay long neglected wire 

He strikes, at Beauty> high ccmunancl. 

My harp I my harp ! while o'er thy strings 
Thy master's^ faltering fingers move. 

Once more, within his besom springs, 
the mem-ry of his lays of love ; 
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And love is Beauty's dearest theme^ 
Her daily thought, her nightly dream, 
Her purest prayers its influence move 
And soar to Heaven on wings of love. 



THE WARRIOR. 

WRITTEN, COMPOSED, AND SUKG AT THE NORWICH MU- 
SICAL FESTIVAL, 1830, BY MR. E. TAYLOR. 

The warrior, when in peace reposing 
No dream of wild ambition knows : 

Friendship and love their joys combining. 
Smile on each day and gild its close. 

But hark, the sound of distant war 
Wakes in his breast its slumbering fire ! 
From far is heard the awful roar. 
Bursting like billows on the shore : 
He grasps again his sword and shield. 
And dares again the etisanguin'd field .^ 



FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER. 

T. Moore^ 
Flow on, thou shining river, 

But e'er thou reach the sea. 
Seek Ella's bow'r, and give her 

The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 
And tell her thus, if she'll be mine. 

The current of our lives shall be, 
With joys, along their course to shine, 

like those sweet flow'rs on thee. 

But if in wand'ring thither, 

Thou find^st she mocks my prayer, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 

Upon the cold bank there. 
And tell her thus, when youth is o'er. 

Her lone and loveless charms shall be 
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore. 

Like these sweet flow'rs from thee- 
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OUR MOMENTS OF GLADNESS. 

F. C.H.f 

Comb hasten where friendship invites us. 
True peace and enjoyment to share ; 

Where social sweet concord delights us, 
Away with all sorrow and care ! 

No longer sit wasting in sorrow. 

Or fruitless concern for t )-morrow. 

Haste, haste, festive wreaths to entwine, 

Exchange the dark yew for the vine. 

Rejoice ! let the lyre and the song 

Our moments of gladness prolong. 

The wisest of mortals has told us, 

Their season have all things on earth ; 
We've, sorrowed^ and what shall withhold us 

From hailing enjoyment and mirth ? 
Like mountains, which long have been clouded 
Where thickly rude tempests have crowded. 
More brightly wc smile when on high, 
The sun shines unveiFd in our sky. 

Rejoice ! let the lyre, &c. 

Most valued are gems that are rarest. 
The joys that come seldom are dear ; 

To us are the moments the fairest 
Which cheer us ip fellowship here : 

Let Peace and Benevolence tender 

Surround our gay circle with splendour^ 

No envy or hate shall alloy 

Our hearts thus united in joy. 

Rejoice f let the lyre, &c. 



HOW MERRILY WE UVE. 

A GI.EIL 

How merrily we live that soldiers be. 

Round the world we march with merry glee ; 

On the pleasant downs sometimes encamp'd we lie^ 

No cares we know, but fortune's frowns defy, 

So long as we can see our colours fly. 
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THE BEACON,* 

Thi Bome wai bmmb beautiful far to mj view 

Than if day in its pride had array*d it ; 
The land-breeze l;»lew mild, and the azure axch*4 dky 

Looked pure as the spirit that made it : 
TTie murmur rose soft, as I dilently gaz'd 

On the shadowy waves* playful motion, 
From the dim distant isle, when the beacon-fite bjaz'd, 

Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 

No longer the jp^ft^ ighthe sailor-b^'s breast^ 

Was heard in his/wthUy-^breal^^d inimber»;. 
The sea-bird had flowda to her waye-pidtedi Best^. 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers : 
One moment I look'd fitem^^ tiie laald^ geh^ ciope^ 

All hush'd wa» tke biU^wd*^ eonutto^Ofi) 
And thougjht tibat the day'^tar lo^k'd lovelf as hope^ 

That star of fife'* tremulKMi oeeaou. 

The tune is long past^ and the scene is afar> 

Yet, when my bead rests on mv pillow^ 
Will memory oft-times rekindle the star 

That blaz'd on the breast of the billow. 
In life's closing hour, when the trembling aoul flies^ 

And death stills the heart's la&t enu^tion. 
Oh ! then, may the bright beam of mercy ariae^ 

Like a star on etemity^e ocean« 



HOFER.* 



When Hofer fell by Tyrol foe. 
Why. did the sun in heaven roll ? 

Unless to tell, its lovely glow 
Usher'd to heaven a kindred soul. 

When som>w lower'd uppA th^ brfi(ve. 
Why did the lark ascend the sky f 

Unless in music's voice it gave 
To realms of bliss the hen>*6 sigh. 

Why did the roi»e,;by' Maatna'a wall^ 
Drop a tear o» that sad monow ? 

Unless, to tell a braxr^ limb's Ml 
Gave to N«tuie*t self a^ sorroir*. 
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THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 

Capimm QUmmw^ 
It is not fall of night. 



Yet the pale day is overcast with gloom, 

And swords and bayonets, infantry and hor^, 

Are lost in darkness ! *tis the livid hue 

That waits on each discharge, whose sombre wreath 

Shadows the fitting hosts ! So— when the spouts 

Of Giant Etna, on flie golden sun, 

Disgorge her whirlwinds of impetuous flame, 

And the red lava run» — in pitchy clouds 

The snoke aspires, and darkening overcasts ^ 

The firmament, that half the nations lie 

Under tlie cope of night. Bo battie*s cloud 

Darkened the hosts, and hid with dreary veil 

The slan^ter on each side. Man droppd on man ; 

Shouts mixed with groans and never-ceasing cries 

Of animating chieft. Peal followed peal ; 

Flash followed flash ; and, whistling shrill, the ball 

Drove on, in globe, or scattering iron hail. 

Still streams the British standard thro* the mist, 

And still the eagle glitters o'er the Gaul. 

What rush is that, that, like to thunder, rocks 

The hollow ground ? Encanopied in smoke, 

Onward it rolls. " Stand, Bntons ! firmly stand \ 

Swerve not an inch ! The Cuirassiers advance 

In steel of proof ! The Polack, with his spear, 

Speeds to the charge." ^And nobly did you stand, 

Sons of the white-cliiled isle ! Not brighter beams 

The glance of beauty from your lovely fair. 

Than from your eyes, untamed by coward fear. 

The soul undaunted flashed. Tho' fierce the gun 

Rent your close squares ; tho* midst your serried ranks 

The shell exploded ; ankle deep in blood 

Ye stood, fast rooted as your natite rocks f 

Knee locked in knee, on shoulder shoulder pressed. 

Bayonet on bayonet stretched, and levelled tubes 

In deadlv row, th' indissoluble squares 

Defied all force, and rapid as the flash, 

Sent from die besom of a thunderous cloud, 

Shot after shot, the running volley flew. 

Man, courser, ^hteftain^ eagle, blade, and spear, 
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Together drof^d. In minded carnage wHd 
Humbled they lay ; and shrmking with affright, 
The rest recoird. Loud pealed the British cheers ! 



THE WATERLOO MEDAL. 

F. H. Bayley. 

Oh ! he paus*d on the- hill as be came from the fight. 
His dear native village once more was in si^it — 
The hawthorn in blossom, the sweet purling stream. 
And the cot, which when absent, still haunted his dream ; 
And one flew to meet him — the pride of his home : 
To gain such a welcome, Oh ! who would not roam ? 
And proud was his breast, as her Tsweet lip she prest. 
To the Waterloo Medal that hung at his breast. 

But soon from afar the war summons was heard. 
He threw down love's garland, and, seizing his sword, 
He left his dear country, stiir smiling in peace. 
And fought with the brave for the freedom of Greece: 
And she whom he lov'd hath long sought him in vain — 
They tell her she ne'er will behold him again : 
One token they gave her — ^her pale lip is prest 
To the Waterloo Medal that hung at his breast. 



THE LOVELY ROSE. 

Cossey. 

« 

O THOU art lovely, queen of flowers I 
Fair emblem of our fleeting hours. 

Our life's contracted day ; 
Thou breathest fragrance to the morn, 
And yet, beneath thee lurks a thorn — 

How like life's chequer'd way ! 

Thou spreadest all thy gaudy bloom, 

A few short days — then comes thy doom ; 

Thy sweetness soon is fled \ 
So pass our brightest charms away. 
Our fairest forms soon meet decay, 

And, like thy leaves, are shed. 
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And yet we are not doom'd to be, 
O Rose !' for ever Kke to thee ; 

For, when thy flower is gone. 
They who loi^ed thee see v^ pain, 
That all thy anery fhonaw reMuH; • 

Unlovely and alone. 

Not 80 are vankh'd all onr joyt, . , 
When death our mortal form destroys ; 

Not 80 our thorns shall stay : 
Our sorrows shall fbr ever cease,! 
Our joys shall ever hloom iA peace, 

In beaven^s eternal day. 



THE DYING ROSE, 

Come, drooping rose, recline thy head, 
And on my sonowing bosom die ; 

Thy precious odours shall, when dead, 
l^rom thence be wailed by a sigh. 

Thus friendship ! sliall thy healing pow'r 
Divest my bosom of its woe. 

And like this balmy iragrant flow'r, 
A grateful essence shall bestow. 



MY BROKEN LUTE. 

Dodgs<m^ 

Mt broken lute, good bye, good bye ; 

To thee I bid, farewell, 
I leave thee with a tearful eye, 

The lute I lov*d so wdl. 

If song of war thy. strings inspirM, 
Oh ! thou could'st sound the Call, 

That bade the hero's bieast be fir'd. 
To win a wrea^ or falL 

I've heard thee too, with lover's strain. 

Plead to a maiden's heart ; 
And never didst thou sue in vain, 
. Or play deceiver's part : 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



26 

Bfit JMyWy n^^eoted lyre, fiureiK^dly 
Thy tunefol itnngs are mote, 

Those ductter*4 fragments sadly %di 
Thy hf^^Aop late, my lute. 



I'D BEL A BUTTERFLY. 

F, H. Barley. 
I'd be a butterfly born in a bower. 

Where roses and lilies^ and violets aaeei ; 
Roving for ever from flower to flower, . 

And tasting all buds that are pretty and sweet : 
rd never languish ifor wealdi or for power, 

rd never sigh to see slaves af my feet; 
rd be a butterfly, bom in a bower, 

And tasting all buds that are piTetty and sweet. 

Oh ! could I pilfer the wand of a fairy, 

rd have a pair of those beautiful wings ; 
Their summer day's ramble is sportive and airy. 

They sleep in a rose when the Nightingale sings* 
Those who have wealth must be watchful and wary, 

Power, alas ! nought but misery Inring*— 
Td be a butterfly, sportive and airy, 

Rock'd in a rose when the Nightingale sings. 

What ! though you tell me each gay little rowr 

Shrinks from the breath of the first autumn day ; 
Surely 'tis better, when summer is over, 

To die when all fair things are fading away. 
Some in life's winter may toiir tor discover 

Means of procuring a weary delay — 
I'd be a butterfly, Kvii^ i^fover, 

Pying when mir things ike fading away. 



THE MAY-FLY. 

Dr, Calcott. 

A GLEE. 

Poor insect I yf\aX a little <fay 

Of sunny bliss is thine ! - 
And yet thou spread'st thy light wings gay. 

And bid'st them spreading shine. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



27 

Thou huiom at tby short and fangy tsroe/ 

Unmindlul of the blast ; 
And cacelessy while 'tis burning noon, '.'. 

How short that noon has past* 

A shower woulS lay thy beauties low, 

The dew of twilight be 
TTie torrent of thy overthrow, 

Tl^ storm of destiny. 

Then, insesct ! spread thy shining wing, 

Hum on thy busy lay ; 
¥oT Man, like thee has but his spring 

Like tiiine it fades away. 



WILT THOU LEND ME THY MARE? 

A CATCH, 

'[ Wilt thou lead me diy mare to go a mile V 
'* No, she's lame leaping over a stife." 
** But if thou wilt her to me spare, 
Thou shalt Imve raoney for thy mare/' 

'*Ohloh! —say you so? 

*Tis money that makes the mare to go.** 



AH ! HOW SOPHIA. 

A CATCH. 

t 

A house o'fire. >t Ah ! how Sophia can you leave 

ai. A/.A .A i Your lover, and of hope bereave ? 

Qo fetch the entries, f Go fetch the Indiais borrowed 
I plume, 

/ m but a lodger. 1 Fmbut » lodger in your heart, 
I And mwe than me I fear have 
J part. 
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THE REQUEST. 

Lord Byroit^ 

Whek, poised upon the gak, my fcrnt shall ride. 
Or, dark i^ mist, descend the mouatain*s side ; 
Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptuE'4 urns 
To m^urk the u)Ot where earth to earth tetonis : 
No lengthen'a scroD, no praise-eicmnber^d stone j 
My epitaph shall be^ my haue alone : 
If THAT with hpnencfiik to crow?iL my clay> 
Oh ! may no other fkme mj deeds^ rep^y ; 
That, only that, shjoill single out the spot^ 
By that remember'cl, or by that forgot. 



tDCH NA GARR. 

Lard Byron. 

Away, ye gay landscapes-^ye -garden* of roses— 

In you let the minions of luxury jove.; 
Restore me the rocks where the snow^&ike reposes> 

Tho' still they are sacred to freedom, and lore| 
Yet, yet,. Caledonia, beloVd are thy moimtmns,. 

Around their white summits, tho* elements war, 
Tho* cataracts foam 'stead of smooth flowing fountains^ 

i «%h fior the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 

Ah ! there my young £^elel^ in in&ncy wander*d, 
My cap was the bonnet,, my cloak was the plaid ^ 

On cnifeftams,, lo»g perish'd, my mem€»*y ponder'd,^ 
As daily I strode thro' the pme-eovered glade. 

I sought not my home,, titt'the day's dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the l^^ht polar star, • 

For fancy was cheer'd by traditioncd story, . 

Disdos^d by the natives of dark Loch na Gfmr.. 

t, s . • ^ . , ■ * 

Shades of the dead I have I not heard your voices,^ 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of tne gale ? 
Surely,, the spul of the herp.regpices, ^ / ^v . > . 

And lides on the wind, o'er his own highland i^ale : 
Round Loch na Garr, while the^rmy mist gathers,. 

Winter presides in his cold icy car ; 
Clouds there encircle the ,£ormji of my fathers^ 

They dwell in the tempests of darl^ Loch na Garr. 
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'Us 

Yean have r6ird;on, Loch na Gairr, iHitce Heft you, 
Tearb mu^t elapse ere I tee th^e a^n ; 

l^aUire, of verdure and flow'rs have bereft you, 
Yet still are you deaxer than Albion's plain. ^ 

England! thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To oue who has roved on mountain s^afar ; 

Oh I for thq craig^ that are wild arid majestic, 
The steep frowning glories of dark Loth tia Garr." 



THE BONNETS OP 6LTJE;' 

. Hebe's a health to them that* « a^*, ' 

Here's a health to them that'd atvtf , 
And wha winna wish guid luck to our xsaVle^ 

. Hay neyer guul luck he their £a'» • - / ' 

ItV giiid to he merry aiyl wisei. 

It'^ guid to be honest and true. 
It's giiid to support Caledonia's cAuite^ 

Andbideby theboniieUofblae.. ., , . 

Hwrahfof thebounetsofblue! .. 

Hurrah f<nr the bonnets of blue! 
It's gold to rapport C^dedmia's cause. 

And bme by the bonnets of blue. 

Here's a health to them that'l awlb?, ' 
Here's a health to them that'^ awa% 

Here's a health to Charlie, the chief of thechnk^ 
Although that his band it be sma'^ 
Here'a freedom to those that can t&ad^ ". 
Herie's fiteedom to those that can write, 

There's none ever feared that troth sholdd be known, 
- But they wkmi the tnvth would indite. 
Hurrah for the bonnets of blue 1 
Hurrah for the bonnets of bj^el , 

It's guid to be wise, to^be honest,, aiid' true, - 
And bide by the bonnets of blue. 



THE YEAR THATdAWA*. '^ 

Here's to the yesjT ^i^'sawa*, .. 

Well pledge it in strong ie^d in'sma'; * 
And to each bonmelass ttat w ITonily &av^ k)v^, 
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IJ the days Of the year thafcs awa». 
Here » to the soldier who bled ' * 

n *u .''^J? **** '^'°'" "•*<> ^"^ely did fa', '" 

' D -5* *"^ "^ *^« ye" thatfawa'. 

"?«jjto *''»e year that's awa', 

A J . ^v'T*^.^ '* ™ '^o*!? and in sma': 
Awt tOMck braue lass that we fondly hare loT"y 
In the days of the year that's aVa'. ' 

^re's to the friend we can trust, 
When the storms of adversity blaw; 

«or depart like the year that's awa'. 
Here s to the land of our birth, 
' To otir monarch the pride of us a'. 

^ n^!^^J'^'f'^'°' ^^ tM*k with regret, 
0« the day* of the year fliat's awa'. 
w here 8 to the year that's awa', 

And to eiiA bonme law that ^ fondly have lovd. 
In the^ays of the yew thafa aVa'. 

HONEST JOHN BULLi 
Htoe's a health to " Old honest John^uU ;" 
w^u" '^ » Pjne we shaVt find such another : 
^SnfT? ******'* glasses brim full, ' 
Well drink to « Britannia, his mother ;" 
% Me gave him a good education. 
Bade hmi keep to his God and his King, 
Be loyal and true to the nation. 
And then to get merry and sing. 

For John is a good natured fellotr, 

tadostrious, honest, and brave; 
Not afraid of his betters when mellow, 

For betters he knows he must have. 
There must be fine Jords and fine ladies, 

ITiere must be some litUe, some great ; 
^A" "^-li*^ ?*''~K»rt of our traSe is. 

Our trade the support of the state. 
Some were bora for the court and the city, 

AnjJ, soma for the vfllage and eoti 
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For it would l>e 2l dolorous ditty. 

If we we^ l>ora equal in lot. 
If qiir ships bad no pilots to steer» 
' What would come of poor Jack oi^Um shfoudf ? 
Or our troops no commanders to f 

They would soon be arm'd robbof ia ciowds. 

The plough tad the loom would ^iiiid alitt, 

If we were made gentlefolks all ; . 
If clod-hoppers — who then would fiD 

The parliament, pulpit or hall ? 
** Rights of Man" makes a very fine sooodir .. ' 

" Equal riches" a plausible tale ! 
Whose labourers would then tQl the groui^ ? 

All would drink but who'd brew the best ale ? 
Half naked and starv'd, in the streets i 

We should wander about, sans culaiUs — 
WoBld Liberty find us in meats, 

Or Equality lengthen our coats ? 
That knaves are for levellmg don't wonder, 

We may easily guess at their yiew»— 
Pray whoM gain the most by the plunder? 

Why they that have nothmg to lose. 
Then away with this nonsense and staff. 

Full of treasun, confusion ^ and blood ; 
Every Britoo has freedom enough. 

To be happy as long as he^s^good. 
To be rul'd by a glorious king, 

To be ^vern'd by jury and law»— 
Then let us be happy and sing, 

TbiSy this, is true Liberty's cause. 



NONG TONG PAW! 

Dibdin^ 

JoHv Bull/ for pastime, took a pcanoe. 

Some time ago, to visit France, 

To talk of Sciences and Arts, 

And knowledge gain in foreign parts : 

Monsietir obsequious heard him speak,. 

An4 answered him in heathen-Gieek, 

To all he ask'd-^to all he saw^— 

Twas *' MinmewTy Je vous n'en tS9td§pas.- 
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John to the Palais Royal come, ^, - 

Its splendour dmoat struck him dumb ; ^ ' " 
** 1 fiayj whose house is that ,thera here 1" 
, - '* Hossel Je vous n^en tends pas^ Monsieur:" 
'^ '** What, Nong tong Paw, agam !** cries John, 
, 't This fellow is some mighty don, 
'"No doubt lie's plenty for the maw, 
Fd breakfa&t wKh this Kong Tong Paw," 

>>- Jjahn saw Versailles from Marli's Height, 

And cried',' 'astonished at the sight, ' ' * ' ^ 
** "V^hose fine estate i s that there, here If . , 
<* StiEiil Je.vous n'en tendd pas/Mbnsiietir t^ ' 
" His I What the land and houses too? 

Slie/fellow's richer than a Jew ; 
n ev^fv thing he lays his claw, 
I should l^e to dine -with Nong Tong Pafw," 

Next tripping came a courtly fair, ^ 

John cried, enchanted with her air ; 

'' What lovely wench is that there here ?" 

*^ Ventch ! Je votis n'en tends pas, Monsieur." 

'^ What/ he again ? Upon my life 1 . " ' - 

A palace J lands, and now a wife ; 

Sir Joshua might delfght to draw, 

I shouM like to sup with Nong Tong Paw/* ^ 

-'^ But hold! ^ose funeral's that ?•' cries John, 

" Je vous n'en tends pas '•* — " What is he gtme ? 

Wealth, fatti^, and beauty could not Save 

Poor Nong Tong Paw, then frOm the grave : 

His race fs run, his game is up, 

I'd with him breakfast, dine, and sup ; 

But since he chuses to withdraw; 

Good night to you Monsieur Nong Tong Paw," 

BID ME DISCOURSE. 

Shakapeare. 

Bid me discoiir^, I vrUl enchanf thin^ ear, - 
Or like a l^aii^, trip upon the gr^en ; 

Or like .a Nyn|p}i, with bright smd flowing liair, 
Dance pn the s^nds and y^t no footing seen. 

* ^* I don't nnderstftftd youT'-^h>aoQacfKl tinUiar to 
NoDf Ton|(l?aw. • . . ' 
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THE LANP OF MY BIETH 

^m^ the pilgrim returns, from the far distant shtine, 

To the home that Re lovfes — as I des^rly love mine ; 

Tho' way-worn, -expiring, he sinks to the earth, 

With rapture he II cry, " Tis the land of my birth." f 

To my humble shed, like a pilgrim I turn. 

And if death be my 4ot all its terrors FIl spurn ; 

And with extacy try, ere 4 sink to the earai, '^ 

^* I, at least, find a grare, in tb^ ItodijflHy birth^" 



» 



PEACE AND APFECXIdN TO ALL. 

' Moncriejf, 

While the nations aroond us are shook to the core, 

HappyJBngland her state still maintains ; 
The wildTwaves of tumult may da^ 'gain^ her shore, 

But her bulwark unshakcsi -remains. 
Ko change, no convulsion can e*er make her shrink. 

No faction can e*er work her fall ; 
Tor the toast of our King* — which let ev'ry one drink. 

Is ** Peace and Affection to all." » 

One blest family ^e, to the last well defend. 

Those rights for which thousands have died ; 
X>\iT King is our Father, Prdtector, and Friend, 

We his Children, his Safeguard, his Pride ; 
And oh ! thro' long ages unbroken each link 

Will be found when dark foes would enthrall, 
For the toast of our K4ng' — Whidi let ev'ry one drink. 

Is ** Peace and Affection to all." 

Against the world England may now stand alone, 

Proudest beacon in Liberty's charts ; 
Her empire extending, for Urm is that throne 

Which is fix'd in a fond people's heart. 
While friendship our goblet fills up to the brink, 

In Palace or Cot at Joy*s call,' 
The toast of our King — ^which let ev'ry one drinic, 
. Is " P^tce and Affecrion to all." 
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WKJa^CAKEI. 



CUtHIt, 



SiiAtt 1, wastbg in d^wJr, 
Die : "because a womafi's Mt t 
ShaU my cheeks look pale with tare, 
Because afi9l^^& -rosy are ? -^ 
:Be Ae frirer Aan the dvr^ 
Or the iow'ry fields in May; 
If lAie thinks imA well of me, 
'What care I how fazr she be? 

Shall a womaiTs goodness moTe 
Me to {>€9Mi f(lr ter lOY e ? 
Or her wwthy merits known. 
Make me quite forget my own ? — 
Be she me^er, ksMkrlMm 
The turde^ove or ])eliean9 
if she is hdt kixid to the, ^ 

What care I how utsv she be ? 

Be she good, or kind, or fe(i^— 
I will, never more despair ; 
If she loves. me this believe, 
I will die ere she shall eriete. 
If she slights me when I woo, 
I will scorn and let her go^ 
If she be not made for me. 
What c^e 1 for whom she be ? 



HHE EXILE. 

Campbell, 

Theiu: came to the braich a poor Eaak of Erin, 

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill : 
For his country he sig'h^d, when at twilight repairing 
To wander alone hy the wind-beat^ mil. 
But the day-aMtr, attracted his eye^s sad devotiQ9» 
For it rose o^er his own native isle of the ocean, . 
Where one^ in the fire of his youthful emotion. 
He sang the bold coithem of Erin go bragh ! 

** Sad is my fatel*' said the heart-broken stranger, 
" The wild deer and wolf toa covet can flee ; 
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Bat I have no reftige ftom hsmm a|id dsmgi^, 

A home and a country rem^nft nfi^ to me. 

Never again^ in the green sun^y bowers, [hours, 

Where my fore-fathers Kv*d, shall I spend the sweet 

Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers, 

And strike to tne numbers of Erin go bragh ! 

'* IS^ my countrv I though sad &ad forsaken ! 

In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore ; "^ 

But alas ! in a far foreign land I awaken. 
And sigh for the friends who can meet oieoo m3re 
Oh cruel fate ! wilt thou iiever replace me 
In a mansion of peace — where no perils can chase mo? 
Never again,, shall my bfothers embrace me ! 
They died to defend me, I live to deplore ! 

*' Where is my cabin-door, fast by the wild wood ? 

Sist^itfs and Sine I did you weep for its fdU ? 
Where is my mother that look*d on my childhood ? . 
And where is tU© Ao^om-friend, dearer than all ? 
Oh i my sad heart ! lo^g abando9'd by pleasure, 
Why did it doat on a fast-fading trea^Bure ? 
Tears, like the rain-drop, may fell without measure, 
But rapt1^^e ^od beauty they cannot recall. 

" Yet — all its sad recollection suppressing. 

One dying wish my lone bosom can draw : 
Erin ! an Exile beaueath« thee hi| blessing : 
Land of my forefathe^rs ! Erin go brah ! 
Buried and cold, when my heart stilla her motion, 
Green be thy flelds — ^w^esjt isle of th^ ooi^n ! 
And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with devotion — 
Erin mavoumin ! — Erin go bragh V* * 



^WJ»^ 3DJV0YER SQ¥^ 
Tm a merry hearted mountain IXfover Boy, 
A Switzer brave and feee ! 
Vd be gkd to see, whoe'er he be, 
Who'd sav an iU wo^d of me* 
At mo«m for tbe hill, 
WHh fight good wilL 
My scrip I fill so gaily, O ! 
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•My harm FWow « 
With a merry yoho ! 
And aw€ty goes th^ Di^ver Boy f 

Ay^ yo, &c. 
I'm the captain bold of a troop, as fine 
As youll see on a summer's day, 
And a word against that l^rave herd c4* mine 
I shmdd like to know wKo*d say. 
At noon, by the spring,. 
Where my kine I bring, ' 
As I sit and sing so gaily^ O V 
Gn my horn I blow, 
You shall hear how they low. 
To the song of the Diover Boy I 

Ay'yo, &e. 

Tve a pretty little love,Jike the snowdrop fair,.. 
And her smile is the sonl of glee. 
An ill word of her, Gh ! if any dare. 
They must answer ifwellPto me. 
At eve with the drove 
As homeward Irove, 
0h ! my sweet little dove ! so gaily ,^ G 1= 
When my horn Lblow, 
Ho.w well do you know 
The call of your Drover Boy I 
Ay'yo,&c. 



YOU ASK ME DEAR JACKT. 

A GLEE. 

You ask me, Dear Jack, for an emblem that's rife. 

And clearly explain the true medium of life; • 

I think I have hit it as sure as a gun, 

For a bowl of good punch and the medium are one. 

When lemcm and sugar so happily meet; 

The aoid*^ qorrected by mixing the Sweet ; . ,1 

The water and spirit so. luckily blend, 

That each from extreme the other defend. 

Gcrnie fill up the bowl — a fig for all strife, 
A bumper, my boys, to the medium of life ; 
^Viiu h keep our frail state in a t«(aper that's meet, 
' ' 1 u ^ ^ 1 J T n blending the Sour with the s wee t ^ - 
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TRUTH AND HONEOT LOVBJ 

Let otMn bfeaibe tbetmeUioe «igh^' : 

And 9weair they love to mawess ; 
To them I leave 5ie tearful eye, 

Aiul all l6ve*s sober sadness* 
No tender vows and pcayers are mine 

But thus. I siwear sincerely, 
While truth and honest love are thine,; 

ini love thee ever dearly. 

Then, lady, though I scorn the wiles 

Which love too oft discovers, 
Ne*er spurn the heart that woos in smiles. 

For smiles are made for lovers, . 
And though no tender vows ai*e mine, 

Yet this I swear sinc^ely, 
While truth and honest love are thine, 

ril love thee ever dearly. 



LOVE AND THE FORTUNE OF WAR. 

From the moment I rank*d as a man, 

My heart it disdain'd petty care, 
And my time unremittingly ran, 

Tween the bottle, the field, and the fair. 
Sweet woman's the magnet of mine, 

And glory's life's true leading star ; 
So all other joys I'll resign 

To lote and the fortune of war,. 

To the camp honour urges to go, 

Where love my attention will share r 
And Lwho have wounded the foe. 

Am wounded in turn by the fair. 
Be the bottle no longer my boast. 

From my presence I*H banish it far. 
Except when a bumper I toast 

To love and the fortune of war. 



TH£ tiOSK OF THE VAUEY. 

The rose of the valley in spring time Was gay,. 
But the rose of the vali^ it withered away : 



d by Google 



m 

The swcAil pR tdmM it, i^ pm§e$ repett,. 

An emblem of yirtne ao Biinpb and sweet ; 

But the blight marr'd tie bkxnon, and iiMD^%ell-»*&y,. 

The rose of ^ vMejit iMxM^d ^mmf. 

The rose of the valfey a tnikh ean knpait. 
By the rose of the Tall^ i pksdire my heart; 
The sun of cMient d^rfd t^ mom of its birth,. 
By uinocenee renderVl a hei»cen on eaith ; 
But virtue and peace left, the spet, weU««^y 1 
And the cose of tjh^ valley it vUfct^^d ai^- 



THE HE^BT THAT O'EEFtOWS WITH GOOD 
inWURE. 

Oh ! grant me^ye powx^ as thr^' life's nigged road,. 

On I jog to eternity's brink, 
A mind which no vile boisterous passion ean^goad, 

Or cause it from honour to shrink ; 
Give me friends&ip smeerCy social, cheerful, ?ind kind,. 

The {mine blessing of each human creature p 
And let me in every companion find 

A heart that o'erflipws with good nature. 

The wise I admnre — ^they fllupune the.ni^ht 

That ignorant bigots adore r 
The great I revere, in the ^ood I delight. 

For the poor I soft pity implore — 
Old age I reqpect and L honour the brave, 

Tis the duty of each humwi creature ; 
But stall fbr the fHend of my bosom I crave, 

A heart that o'erflows wim good.nature- 

Hail vhrtuet hail beauty! nweet w^aoan all hailf 

Thv softness I tenderly priiie«. 
Tis Uiine to delight I9bm all Other j<qpi fcil. 

And lift us wiUi bliss to the skies. 
But why thus excel — ^why surpass all th« rest ? 

Why exeeedest thou each^human creature? 
Because, lovely Ihir one, enthrcm'd in thy Iwast, 

Dwells a heart that overflows with good oature* 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE JOV& 0» AU mriBMA atATE. 
Ilow hiqipiiy my life I led, 
: Wtfliotttad^orsomrtr; 
Tojloiigh #id Mur, to rea]^ ItikI AdW, 

No catfe b^yofld the morrow; 
4q heat of ootd, itiit^ 6r (ky, 
I never grumbled — no not I : 
Mywite, 'tii troe, loves ittMl a Itew, 

Whatthe&l I let her pirate ; 
For floiftetiilM snfOotfi and tOtneCiMet ioo|^ 
I foand mylelf 4|i]ite Hdi taGfttg^ 

Ifi the joyi <d an hoBdofe atate. 

Bat when with Law t crazed ftiy head, 

1 ket lK>th peace and pleaittfe, 
1/)ng says to hear, to search and sweaf , 

And pldafaed bejrond al measure; 
. Ome gneJTMice hronght aM>th^t on, 
My^^bli increaiM, my stock it gone^ 
My wife, dbe aays, our means 'tmll tabe, 
WMt then, 'tis idle ptate, 

For sometimes smooth, &c. 



THE SOLDIER'S TEAR. 

Bayley, 
UpoK the hill he ftood^ to take his last sad )ook 
Of the valley.^ and iSbA vinafl^^cfaurcb, the oottage ,|i[nd 

the 1i>rook ; . . 
He listened to those sounds, mo familiar to his ear, " 
The soldier lean'd upon His fvord and wip'd away &e 

tear. '. . 

Close by that cottage porch, a lass was on her knees, 
She wav'd on high a snowy scari^ ^ich fluttejr'd in 

the bree^; . \ 

She breath'd a prayet fer hfaa, a |arayef te c6uld not 

hear, 
A3id he paused to hies* her «s ehe knelt, and wip'd 

away the tear.; 
He tum'd and left the spot, Oh do not deem him weak, 
For dauntless was the soldier's hearty the tear was on 

his cheek ; t ^ 

Go, watch the foreiainit lankt in A\kVf% mad «at«^i'-<- 
The band in battle daring often wip d away the tear^ 
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40 
t THjP:»t4iJ>3E?*'^ TEAR. 

Thebe stood a bright.t^ar ia tiiie faii; maiddH/i eye : 
Oh ! was ii jSgx fiOTKkyf Qt wa» it for jov ? 
The youth whom she lov'd had returned i&om the wars, 
His name genun'd with glojryr-'bis brow wreathed with 

scars. 
In the lists of i)a» hrave, what name lank'd to hi^ ? 
Then why stood the tear in the aifispdens^ bright; eye ? 

Ok 1 ti^rtear was of sorrow unblended with joy, 
When she thought of the fMings that tisie ooHm destroy, 
How fair hope could wither, and ftmd love decay, 
And hearts, pnee thf^ warmest, Itutn /roldly atf^y l ' 
How vows that were plighte4 hy true hearts, ai|i free, 
And love deeply swomi forgotten might be ! i 

All gaily he came — and though now on his form 
Were the marks of his braving war's pitiless storm. 
And THOUGH TITLES OF HONOUR had altered his name, 
Unchanged and unshaken, his heart was th^ same — 
And firm to its faith, and as true as her sigh— ^ 
Twas the bright tear of joy in the maiden's bright eye I 



TRUTH. 

Bloow^eld. 

LovEtY truth! thy steidy eye 
' Can strike the villain's heart with shame ; 
When modesty, thy firm ally. 
/ Without a sword, 
Without a word, 
Her angel brow uprears 1 
Her single glance, when thou art by, 
Is spear and shield — ^rtie foe mu^t fly, 
Qr crouch to truth and modesty, 
To woman's scorn or tears ! • 



THE LONELY SEAMAN. 



Southey." 



The seamen who upon some coral reef 
Are cast,, amid the uiifiithomable main, 
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Still clings to life, and hoping for relief, 

Brags on their days of wretchedness and pain. 

In turtle-shells Aey hoard the scanty rain, 
And ^ its flesh, sun-dried for lack of fire, 

Till the weak body can no more su^ain 

Its wants, but sinks beneath its sufferings dills : 
Most miserable man who sees the rest expire ! 

He lingers there while months and years go by ; 

And holds his hope, tho' months and years ha ve'past ; 
And stiH at morning, round the farther sky. 

And still at eve, his eagle glance is cast, 

If thbrebe may bdiold the far-off mast 
Arise, for which he hath not ceas*d to pray : 

And if, percliaiice, a ship should come at last. 
And bear him from that dismal bank away, 

He blesses God, that he hath liv'd to see the day. 



THE MINSTREL BOY. 

T. Moore. 

The Minstrel Boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you'll find him ; 
His iktiier*8 sword he has girded on. 

And his wild harp slung behind him, 
* Land of Song " said the warrior bard. 

Though all the world betray thee ; 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 

One faithful heart shall praise thee." 

The Minstrel fell ! — ^but the foeman's chain, 

Could not bring his proud soul under ; 
The harp he lov'd ne'er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said — " No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery ; 
Thy songs were made ibr the pure and free. 

Thou never shall sound in slavery." 
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HERE FIRfef 1 MIST. 

Her]^ fe»t 1 met the lore^ wtia. 

When hope wdsr youngs— and Aor^d iMH'imfir ; 
Aud round my heart a flaihe hfus pl&yd, 

TbBt binds me to thoise shades the toxmi 

Tonch'd by the Iwreeie, -witli graceful wing^ 
fFhe tow- wag brancbftg mio^ing^ play. 

When ^M^tap dances ap in spring ^ 
And when t]»eir mtuma leaT£S decay*. 

What joys may nfiral ponqner^rs pnotBy 
Far from the dreadful eonquest's fOart 

I've rescued her, the nttd I ixm ; 
Dear shades, I prize you stUl fhe mdvel 



HOPE. 

When in doubt and sorrow sinking, 

Sits the pensive child ^i woe, 
Pale with grief, and deeply thinking 

On the 8ls that bend him low ; 
Still he finds a balsam healing, 

'Still appears a cheering ray, 
WTien. bright scenes on high rei-eaMbg, 

Hope's blest Tadi^ise lights his way. 

Yes — the eye cast down in sadness. 

Glistens bvight when hope is near ; 
Then return's the smile of gladtiess. 

Ends the gloomy reign of fear. 
As the glorious bow looks brightly 

llirough die cold descending shower; 
So, with hope before us, lightly 

Press the pangs of sorrow^s hoiir* 
Hope! sure pilot sent to guide us. 

Through life*9 deep and* troubled sea ; 
Be thy friendly forin beside us. 

Be our lalKMirs die«r^ by thee: 
Thou, the star before us blazing. 

Thou, our atk's ccmsolmg dove, 
All our vows and efforts raising 

To the lasting joys above. 
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WHEN <2BIEF AS&AUSk 

WbEK gri^ «Mdb Ihe human (huDe, 
Hdt>e lends her sure and charing Uifht : 

JU does the »taper*s lambient flame, 
Shipe as more dark appears the nighu 

Here, whiln in sonow deep .we gneve^ 
Still does sweet hope tUnrne Uie breast;. 

Her soothing smiles our caies relteYe, 
A^'teU ua^we shall aoon be Ueit.. 



IHS ANGLER. 

Mam's life is but vaio, for 'tis sulject to pain, 

And sometimes as shfl^ as « bubble ; 
Tis a medley of bus'ness^ of losses or gs^. 

And care, toil, and sorrow and trouble. 
But well take no^mre while the weather is iair, 

Nor will we complain though it rain ; 
But we'll ^ngle all day, banish sorrow and care, 

And drink, smoke, and angle again. 



THE T0SIK6 JOf^ JBIAOMING BRIOS. 

TwAS on the Wolga rolling dark, 

WUh:irtrQ^:aAtd leeiimyttidt. 
Young iM/xfftikmA'd his Uttbchttk, 

To laMce his blooming Imk. 
*^ Go not» my Ioire,:to de^T fiBtehMie, 

Tis Moska that.hnplores ; 
See how the angry watc^ fpaim. 

Hark, how the tempest joars f 
** I heed not winds nor waves;*'. said he, 

*^ Nor fear the swellii^ tkle ; 
At vi^ I .idllg^tiirn^Ofthee/' 

My young, my btepmiog \mM* 
Night canie, 4uid Moilm still was seen; 

Upon the beaten sbese'; 
The storm is past, the sky serene. 

Bat he returns no moye . 
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The moon^beams on the water play'd, 

Reflected in hex tear ; 
The night-bird scream'd, as on she stray'd^ 

Her bosom throb'd with fear : 
At length his form upon the waye, 

Her streaming ^yes descry'd, . 
She sank, and join'd him in the grave, 

A young and blooming bride. 



FORTUNE AND MISFORTUNE. 

ORIGINAL. J. S. Wellsr^ 

When Fortune smiles and with you dwell > 

Tis— " Dear Sir, how d'ye do ? 
Your fsimily, I hope, are well ; ■ - ' 

Can I serve them or you ?** 

But if, perchance, her smiles should cease, 

And sorrow change your plight ; 
Tis then — " I'm sorry for ycwr case, 

But times are hard— Good night." 

If you for craving children plead. 

For food or raiment pray ; 
Tis then — *^ I cannot help ymir need, 

I've other claims — Good day." 

Yet — as you stumble thro' life's mist, 

Youll somettmes find a friend; 
Who, smiling says — •* Come, FU assist 

And bad times help^to mend." 

What grateful feelings fills the heart. 

When friendship brings relief I 
When friends assist to ease our smart. 

And soothe our pain and grief. 

Hail, sacred friendship ! warm and kind,. 

Thou prop to those distress'd ; 
May thou fill eti*ry heart and mind — 

Each fear and manly breast. 
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MY HIGHLAND HOME. 

Mt Highland home, where tempests blow. 

And cold thy wint'ry looks, 
Thy mountains crown'd wi' driven snow, 

And ice-bound are thy brooks ; 
But colder far^s the Briton's heart, 

However far he roams. 
To whom these words no joy impart^ 

" My native Highland home !'' 
Then gang wi' me to Scotland, dear. 

We ne'er again will roam, 
And with thy smile so bonny cheer 

My native Highland home. 

When summer comes, the heather bell 

Shall tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove, within the dell, 

Tnvites to peace and love. 
For blithesome is the breath of day. 

And sweet the bonny broom, 
And pure the dimpling rills that play 

Around my Highland home. 

Then gang wi' me, &c. 



THE VALE OF CASHMERE. 

T. Moore. 

Who has not heard of the Vfde of Cashmere^ 

With its roses the brightest that earth ever gave. 
Its temples, and grottos, and fountains as clear 

As the love-lighted eyes that hang o'er their wave ? 
Oh ! to see it at sun-set-— when warm o'er the lake, 

Its splendour at parting a summer eve throws, 
like a bride full of blushes, when lingering to take 

A last look at her mirror at night ere she goes I 
When the shrines thro' the foliage are gleaming half 
shown. 

And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Here the music of pray'r from a minaret swells, 

Here the Magian his urn full of perfumes is swingings 
And h^e, at the altar, a zone of sweet bejls 

Round the waist of some &ir Indian dancer is ringing. 
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Or to see it by sioodigbt, — ^wben melbMi^y shmes 
The li^ o*er its palaces^ g;arden8y and shriii/^ ; 
When the water-fells gleam like a qirick fkR of i^tais, 
AxMlthe Nightingales' lijnnn from the i^anS of Cbenara; 
Is brokeu by laughs and light echoes of '^et, 
From the cool, shining walks where the jomig people 
meet. 

Or at mom when the ma^ of dayliehtiawakea 
A new wonder each minute^ as stotmy it breaks. 
Hills, Cupolas, Fountains^ calFdibr^ en^ery one 
Out of darkness, as they were^ust bom ofihesun. 
When the spirit of Fragrance is itp with the da^ 
From his Haram of night-dowecs stealing awa^ ; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, woos like a lover,. 
The young aspen-trees liiH ^diey tremble fdl over. 
When the East is as warm as the light of first hopei , 

And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurFd, 
l^hines in thro' the mountainous jportols that opes, 

Sublime, from Uie valky of bliss^ to the world 1 . 



THE EMERALD ISLE. 

Of all natiom nnder &e son, ' 

Dear Erin does truly excel, 
For friendship, for valour, and fun, 

Tis &m'd, as the world,i8ui]e,.4:iii-teU. i. 
The boys are all hearty, the girls 

Sweet daughters of beauty they prove ; : 
llie kxfo they ne'er l^ar any perik, 

Tbe lasses are 'feuthfiil ia love. 
Oh\ Boooess to iixe EmersikL'isle, 

Wliete shilieiah% and tffaamvodcs aibowd,.^ 
May peace «iid proepNeritysmile 

^'er the land and its natives arou&d. 

Our forefathers tdl us. Saint Pat 

Drove venom and toa,ds from our ^hoi$. 
The ihamiodc be ble^'d, and for that 

We ^eej> it in Whiskey galote ; 
He tdd us, while time should jremain, 

Still 'happy would be tbq^y sod, 
Hsd bloom in the midst of t& mai% 

3jr^^KK^it^ elf frien&hip stm X^ 
"t^hl isiicceas, '&c. 
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There's WeDtnglte-^^rftlciiicfs crm m^'^ 

A heiD th^'s maltthleit in itoiy; 
He's 80 brave be ne'er feugbt but he won. 

And hk name is their pcide and thsir glory. 
Inyaded-^ottff sons woolanat aever^ 

like lions they fought on the strwd-^ 
And may their dsMeiidaiits for ewev 

Protect their own beairtiM land. 
Oh ! success, te. 



TE ASK ME. 

If. JnOOfBm 

Te ask me, why only in momettts of sadnesa, 

I woo the soft dream which the muse cam bestiiWh-^,. 
Like the smile of afeotioo, 'tis lovely in gkdnesn, 

But brightest it fleams through the darkneas q( wq9. 
Unlike the light train that, in summer's gay bowei^ 

Enliven our pleasvtes, but fly from our teais. 
My path she forsakes when I wander throvg^h flMvem^ 

And lost in the Bi]a>shine her light disa^^iears. 

In the night-time of pain, and Ae winter of 'somiw, 

When fades ereiy scene that was bloon^ng and Mr, 
Oh I then, one bright ray from her soft l%ht I borrow. 

It guides through the gloom, and forbids me dei^or. 
The world's busy trfflers forgetting or scorning. 

She shrinks into silence, or flies from Hbetr rigb^ 
TlieY hail, like the lark, the Imght reras of tfie morning. 

She singsi like the nig^itmgpale, oMy by niglit.. 



WIIAT ARB&IOHB? 

A GLBB. 

WvAT are sighs, b«t iwr o wiVb s eest 
Blowing o'er fife s n^ed saair? 
What are we? Barks sailing o'er 
To ft disttti^ tranquil shore : 
PSlotB, then unforl the sail,, 
Quickly sieze the fav'sing gale; 
Hms wdLwtA yoift to-yoi ifhiM^ 
Free from trottUe, Hp^ fiMNtt fta«r 



6. 

• 
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Breath of sadness, fiU mj soal^ 
Watt me to that distant goal ; 
Airy wing, come bear me home, 
Upwards never more to roam ; 
Sigh, thou brother of a tear, 
Freely welcome, freely here. 
Oh thee my soul would gladly rise, 
To Its peaceful home, the skies. 



THE TAR OF ALL WEATHERS. 

Jesse Hammond* 

Old' England has weather'd the storms of the world, 

Unmov*d amid war and commotion. 
Like freedom's bright star, with her banner unfurFdi 

Shone the Empress and Queen of the ocean ; . 
Her hert>es were cradled and nurs'd on the main, 

And her fame stands the foremost in story ; 
Her King's at the helm, and is ready again 

To steer her bold crew on to glory. 

Old England's the beacon that lighted the brave, 

When tyranny's tempest roar'd round them ; 
She shielded the weak, and sheltered thejslave, 

And her breath burst the bonds that had bound them : 
Jfo storms such a vessel can ever o'erwhelm, 

With a crew so firm, gallant, and steady. 
For a tar of all weathers now sits at the helm, 

To steer the right course ever ready. 

Old England for ever I her people are free, 

And her patriot Prince knows his duty ; 
Her navy triumphant, shall guard on the sea. 

The land of true courage and beauty. ^ 
The wild waves of anarchy ne'er shall o'erwhelm. 

Nor her crew fix a stain on her story. 
While a tar of all weathers sits firm at the helm. 

To steer the true course of her glory. 

MY SHIP'S MY HOUSE. 
My ship s my house, my home, my land^ 

My ramily not few ; 
My <^dren those whom I cotnmand, 

A bdd and jolly crew ; 
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And iidbilp together il^us we ^ail, 
Britons, miited, miist prenul. 

For treasure, I've my seaman's love, 

. 'And if the foe intends 
To venture forth, he soon may prove. 

The value of such friends. 
For while together thus we sail, 
Britons, united, must prevail. 



WREATHE THE BOWL. 
Air--^' Noran." T. Moore. 

WHK.vTnE the bovvi wuh ilow*rs of eotil, 

The bnghleat wft can find lis ; 
We'lJ take a flight towards heaven to night. 

And leave dnll earth behind 113! 
Should Love amid the wreathe be hid 

That Joy, the enchanter, brings lis. 
No danger fear, while wine is near, 

Well drawn hirn if he stings m. 
Then, wreathe the bowl wjtTi ffowVs q/soul, 

Tlie brigiitesf wit can find us, 
Well take a flight tovvards heaven to night, 

And leave dull earth behind tis. 

Twas ;nectar fed, of old, 'tia ^pid^ 

There JuWs, Joves, ApoUoV : 
And man may brew his nectar too, 

The rich raceipt^s as follows ; — 
Take wine like this, lef looks of bliss 

Around it well be bl^ded, 
Then bring Wit's beam to warm the stream. 

And there's your nectar splendid ! 

So wreathe the bowl, &c. 

Say, why did Time, his glass sublisfie, 

Fill yp with sa^d unsightly, 
Wheii ifv^ne, he knew, runs briske^r th^oug^i, 

And sparkles far more brightly ? 
Oh ! lend k us, and smMiiig thus, ^ 

The glass in two we'll sever ; 
]M[ake pleasure glide iii double tide, 

And fili ;bbtK ends for ^ver. 

Then wreathe the bowl, &c. 
' H 



d by Google 



60 

-tHE BAWKS OF ALLAN WATER. 

On tjie banks of Allan Water, 

When the sweet Spring time did fell. 
Was the miller's lovely daughter 

Fairest of them all. 
For his bride a soldier sought her, 

And a winning tongue had he ; 
On the Banks of Allan Water 

None was gay as she. 

On the Banks bf Allan Water, 

When brown Autumn spree^s Its store, 
Tliere I saw the miller's daughter, 

But she smird no more ; 
For the Summer ^ef had brought her. 

And the soldier false was hei 
On the Banks of Allan Water 

None.was sad as she. 

On the Banks of AUan Water, 

When the Winter snow fell fast, 
Still was seen the miller's dau^ter ; 

. Chilling blew the blast I 
But the miller's lovely daught^ ; 

Both from cold and care was^fi^, 
On the Banks of Allan Water 

There a corse lay she. 



HOW DEAR IS THE HOUR. 

T. Moore, 

How dear is the hour wben day-light dies, 
Andlinn^beams melt along &e silent sea ; 

For then sweet dreams of other days arise^ 
And manoi;y breathes her vesper sigh to thee ! 

And as I watch the Kne of light that plays ^ ' 
Along the smooth wave towards the burmngivest, 

I long to tread that golden |)ath of rays. 
And think 'twould lead to some bright Isk of reit. 
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THE SOUL TflAT WAS SHROUDBI>/ 

WatU, 
Th£ soul that was shrouded in sorrows dark night; 
A peace promising beam woke to gladness and, light ; 
And the iMte that so long lorn and tuneless had hung» 
Once more with the wild notes of hannony rung. 
Ah ! why did that beam only ^ne to beguile ? 
Ah ! why did it teach the fond mourner to smile ? 
Why faithlesal^ grant him a seeming reprieve. 
Then leave him in sadness still deeper to grieve ? 
The light is gone by, and the music is o'er. 
And ^he feelings so lovely are lovely no more ; 
TliJt soul once again its dark vigil is keeping, [ing. 
And the lute 'neath the cold chain op silence is sleep- 



MARY. 

Air — ** Wellington's Name.** Lord Bijron. 

When I roved, a young Hi^andero'er the dark heath, 

And climbed thy steep summit, oh ! Morven of snow '; 
To gaze on the torrent that thundered beneath, 

Or the mist of the tempest that gathered below : 
Untutored by science^ a stranger to fear, 

And rude as the rocks where my infancy grew. 
No feeling, ta^ one, to my bosom was dear^ 

Need I say, my sweet Mary, 'twas centered* in you. 

Yet, it could not be love, for I knew not the name, 

What passion can dwell in the heart of a child V 
But still I perceive an emotion the same 

As I felt, when a boy, on the crag-covered wild : 
One imaee alone, on my bosom impressed, 

I lovedf my bleak regions nor panted for new, 
And few w^e ray wants, for my wishes were blessed. 

And pure were my thou^tB, n)r my soul ww witb you% 

I arose with the dawn, with my dog as my guide, 

From ifiountain to mountain I boundea ^ongv 
I breasted the billow of Dee's rushing tide. 

And heard, at a distance, the Highlander's song : 
At eve, on my heath-covered couch of repose. 

No dreams, save of Mary, were spread to my view, 
And warm to the skies my devotion arose. 

For thte. first of my prayers ww a blessing onyoti. 
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BteiflDteMfiER'S STkEAk. 

T. Me&r«: r 
THERfe^s a Ibower of roses by Bendemeert stream^ 

And this Nightiiigale stngs round it all the day loQ|^ ; 
In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dreamy ; 

To sit in the roses and hear the birds song. , 
That bower and its music I never forget, , 

But oft when alone, in the bloom of th# yeair, 
1 think--49the Nightingale singing there yet?— 
Are the roses still brigh^t by the calm Bendemeer ? 

No-^be roses soon withered that hung o'er the wave, . i 

Siiit some blossoms were gathered while freshly they / 
shone, 
And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, that gave 

All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 
Thus memory draws from delight ere it dies^ 

An essence tfiat breath of it many a year ; , 

Thu^ bri^fht to my «oul, a^ 'twiis then to ifiy eye's. 

Is that bower on the bank of the calm Bendemeer. 



THE COTTAGE THAT STANDS BY tHE Sl^. 

Oh ! talk npt of fortune, of jewels, nor sfdendoUr, 

The wealth of Golconda no charms has for me ; 
Nor aU the proud baubles the Indies can tender, 

Compared to my cottage that stands by the sea ; 
That cot where my Edward first told his fond wishes. 

And Oflfer'd to me both his hand and his heart ; 
That cot where regardless of grandeur or riches. 

He vow'd, and that truly, oh, never to part, 

But live in the cottage that stands by the sea* 

Oh, talk not of titles, of balls, nor fine places, 

Of palaces, power, of Such prithee, cease j 
And say, can yon tell where content glads all faces, i 

Compared to our cottage, the mansion of peace? • • 
Oh, ijfb j^ for our cot near the brink of the ocean. 

Stands far firom all guile, and the minions of pride; 
And there while our hearts beats with love's sweA 
emotion, 

Oh there with my Edward will l^ary abide, 
> Md live in a cottage that stand by the sea. 
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Oh, talk not to me^ of your splendour, or glcJfy, 

My splendour and glory is fouha in a cot, 
Where Edward and Mary, (and true is the std^) 

Enjoy ev*ry blessing, content with their lot. -^ 
Sweet Heahh is the handmaid, that waits on li^ cheerty, 

From care, pain, and sorrow, we also are free j 
And there with the man of all men I love deaiiy, 

I live in a cottkge that stands by the sea, 

I live in a eotts^ that stfmds by ,^ "Mi. 



LONG AGO. 

TwAS a lonely isle, Mrtiere the gold^ stn 

Shone over the purple hills ; 
And I by the waters could wander alone, 

And gaze on the silver rills. 
But few were my smiles, and far between. 

And I saw those waters flow. 
For I looked on each ripple that murinured by 

With a thought of" long ago !'* 

Twas a cottage fedr, on that lovely isle. 

That stood by the green hill side ; 
And sweet were the roses that flung from its walls. 

Their .perfume upon the tide ! 
But even the cot with its lowly roof. 

And the rose with its summer glow. 
Were sad tome in their loveliness. 

For they told me of " long ago." 

He T*tfe b^abe who liv'd in that cottagefeir. 

With beauty for his bride ; 
And infants prattled on his knee. 

Or sported by his side : 
But in their young and j^OQs^ look», 

I caught a toudi of woe. 
For I thought a^in of my own lov dliome. 

And scenes of ^' long ago.^ 

THREE CH^RS FOR THE RM> <ft TH&BLDE^ 

J^e WdmmmL 
O ALiiicm, the gctti bfthe 6iefeah, 
tt^%ta(rdf the bmte iibkltteftie, 
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'J^'flheme of our patriot devotion^ 

' A world offers bomage to thee ! 
lliymaDdate makes heroes assemble. 

Where liberty's form is in view ; 
Tby banner makes tyranny tremble. 

When borne by the Red and the Blue. 

Nor Carthage nor Rome in their glory 

Shone ever more brilliant than thou^ r 

Thy soil is «8 sacred in story, 

Thy laurels as bright on thy brow : 
Proud France, in the day of her splendour. 

When her Eagles invincible flewy 
To thy standard was fore'd to surrender, 

Unfurrd by the Red aad the Blue. 

MThen war wing'd its wide desolation 

The face of ieach land to deform, 
The ark, then, of Europe's salvation, 

Old England, rode safe through the storm ; 
With the garland of victory o'er them. 

So gallant she bore her bold crew. 
Their flag proudly floating before them. 

The boast of the Red a^ the Blue. 

T^en the wine-cup, the wine-cup bring hither. 

And fill it, ye brave, to the bnm ; — 
May the wreathe they have won never wither, 

Nor the star of their glory grow dim I 
May the sxrvic« united ne'er sever, 

But still to their colours be true I 
Here's the Army and Navy for ever, 

TlH-ee cheers: for the Red and the Blue. 



THE SOLDIER'S WIFE. 

j^f^ ^^« Wellington's Name," 

Poor William was landed at bonny Dumbarton, J 

Where the streams from Lochlomond run into the sea ; | 

At home, in sweet Ireland, he left Mary Marton, 

With a child at her foot, and a babe on her knee ! j 

The regiment march'd off when the passage was over ; ^ 

The J^put was for England, by land all the way : 
No, never to halt but at Ramsgate or Dover^ 

Embark fa^ ahipa diatiri^e.tben itt the bay. 
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Fond Mary^ tbe wtiile, ia her spirit q«ite brokebi 

Disturb'd in her sleep, and perplexed in heir mind. 
No letter from William, no tiding, no token. 

Resoly'd to set out in all weather and wind I 
O ! what, in this world, can deter a true lor^ f 

It is not long joumies by land or by sea : 
Intent on her love, in a boat without cover, 

She cross'd to Portpatrick from Donaghad^ ! 

The Irish are true to humanity's claims, 

And the Scots and the English are never onkhid. 
Poor Mary found friends from the Boyne to the Tliamet, 

As she trudg'd with her babe in a wallet behind 1 
Arriv'd at the coast — ^by her sorrowful tale, 

She soften'd the captain to take her on board ; 
And never, O f never did mariner sail 

With a couple like William to Mary leator^d ! 



THE SOLDIERS WIDOW. 
Air " Wellington's Name.** 

Bad was the plunt of the wandering ttranger, 

Hunpy and pale was the infant she bore ; 
Rctom d from the land of misfortune and dflnger. 

She hop'd to find peace on her dear native shore, 
O neat was her cottage, and great was her tieasure, 

A treasure to her more than diamond or pearl ; 
In the smiles of her Husband consisted her pleasure. 

And the fond, the sweet kiss of her dear litde gal. 

Duty commanded, her WiUiam attended, 

But she could not bear with her soldier to part ; 
She roam'd oW the field when the battle was ended. 

She kiss'd his pale cheeky and Ae pwss'd his cold 
heart. 
They bore her away, of all comfort b^eft her, 

iUliction her dart at hei^ bosom did fauili 
StSl ene little^surling, one eonfovt is left her. 

The sweet smiling kiss of her dear Utde pA. 



O MIGHTY BACCHtlSt 
O Mi^orr Baochus ! great thrirroii^. 
By <kuntofdac^'d^m God 00. eardk, 
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Wbo <il9e tto th^ their frantic apngs. 
And bail thfie patron of their mirth; 
Assert thy powVj O God of wine ! 

A^ let the busy biibhler's }cnow. 
From Hetiv*n thou cam'st tQ plant j&e vine, 

But not to let its ourrei^t flow. 
To absorb the fhculty divide, , 

Or eherk Uie inipulrie of the sQyl ; . 
But like its sparkling- beams to shine, 

Ebctractiiig; virtdes fromth« bowl. 
If wine can cheer the dullest heart. 

And fit man for his station, 
Or blunt Don Cupid's keenest dart, 
Tis wine in moderation. 
Tlien with gentle lip^ 
The goblet sip, 
ill -^e sober glass, 
Let sorrow pass. 
Be careribr;evejr 4ra^'d, 
Fpr health resides, 
Wheire prudence guides, 
And JhoDCiJiiir in Af^ /Gup ih iomfij, 
Where Bacchus ipowirs .enough of ^ine 
Wfi make the Aobkir i^ir^u^^ ^hine, 
^LAd.hiae^ «ujbaeryi€a»t to ]p^s .^od^ 
iWith rosy &oe pto^aim the ^s4. 



F. C. M^ 
i^iAtttarfiit of CMir iUsm ^^ pleasure, 

Music ! hear'my gift nic^p^ 
(BaEBen (CaiihihaB j^?tihy ^r^as^jo^, 

Cheer'd by thee she smiles agai^i. 

fonxi die toabn^ of p^aoe/fwd Ip)^^ 
TJffl »6ttr bilgriiArDWwih js jw^A^ 

If dark ills and pains oppress us 

Thou 1^ vmriody sh^ ftor^ 
And^®llWW5«|^ H?, 
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Wh^ wttkUghler hmxU i^e listens, 
To thy tweet enchanting strains. 

Then our eyes with transpOTts glistens. 
Long the flush of joy remains. 

Music ! thou to raptured mortals 

Ev'ry feeling can'st inspire ; 
War's dread field, Religion's portals. 

Feel thy soul exciting fire. 
Rude and savage nations prize thee. 

Thou in all our globe art found. 
Wild or cultur'd, none despise thee, 

Of the varied tribes around. 

.But may we, who trace thy being 

To thy birth above the sky, 
from delights too sensual fleeing. 

Join in mind the Choirs on high. 
Thus sweet Music ! thou shalt guide us, 

While to hear thy voice 'tis given, 
TUl our last dark hour has tried us. 

And we hear thy strains in Heaven. 



SAINT CECILIA, 
AN ORIGINAL GLEE. Rev, J. Laue^ 

Cecilia I Patroness of Song I 

Darling of celestial throng ! 
Whose Harp is wont so sweet to play, 
Whose Organ nobly swells the lay. 
Of Music who shall tell the charms ? 
How Music soften, soothe, alarms, 
How chills with horror, cheers with hope. 
Unerring meets her destin'd scope ; 
Lifts the enrapturM soul on high, 
To heav'nly foretastes of the sky. 
Waft me oh ! Cherub, to thy Choir, 
Where thou shalt sing and I admire« 



GLORIOUS APOLLO. 

A GLEE. 

.G^LORious Apollo, from on high, beheld us 
Wand'ring to find a temple for his praise, 
I 
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Sent Polyhymnia hither to shield us, 

While we ourselves stich a strtictore mfeht rsose. 
Thus, then, combining, hands and hearts joining, 

Sing we in harmony, Apollo's praise. 

Here ev'ry gen'rous sentiment awaking, 

Music inspiring unity and joy ; 
Each SOCIAL pleasure giving and partaking. 

Glee and good-humour our hours employ. 
Thus, then, combining, hands and hearts joming. 

Long may continue, our Unity and Joy. 

REST, WARRIOR, REST. 

Hb comes from the wars, from the red field of fight, 
He comes thro' the storm and the darkness of ni^t^ 
For rest and for refuge, now fain to implore, 
The warrior bends low at the cottager's door : 
Pale is his cheek, there's a gash o'er his brow. 
His locks o'er his shoulders distractedly flow. 
And the fire of his heart shoots in fits from his eye. 
Like a langushing lamp, that just flashes to die. 

Rest, warrior, rest 

Sunk in silence and sleep, in the cotts^er's bed, 
Obliirion shall visit thy war-weary head: — 
Perchance he may dream, and the vision shall tdl 
Of his lady-love's bower and her latest farewelL 
Illusions and love chase the battle's alarms. 
He shall d^am that his mistress is lock'd in his arms. 
He shall feel on his lips the sweet warmth of her kiss : 
Ah ! warrior wake not, for such slumber is bliss. 

Rest, warrior, rest. 



RISE WARRIOR, RISE. 

Rise, warrior, rise ! the moon has shed 

Its golden glories around thy bed ; 

The twilight shades now fleet away. 

And mists are bright'ning into day. 
Hark! hark! 'tis the lark, her wings o'er thee sweep 
Her song, as she soars, seems reproving thy sleep ; 
Tliy steed doth impatient expecting thee stand. 
And thy blade lies unsheath'd for thy conquering I^and. 

Rise, wamor rise 
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R&ei urairiory risQ ! though dreams are sweet, 
When absent forms in slumber meet ; 
Though hope should weave such dreams lor thee, 
And lovely visions round thee flee. 
Rise, warrior, rise! 'tis ^ory now 
Prepares the garland for thy brow ; 
Rise from thy tempting couch of down,. 
And win and wear the warrior's crown^ 



Rise, warrior, rise. . 



ON HAPPINESS.* 

Spirit beyond the world's controul, 
What art thou Happiness, and where ? 

Thou^ pure and viewless as the soul, i. 
Can*8t only with the soul compare. 

Like Beauty and like Time thou Aiest, 
Thyself of Beauty's train a part, 

Yet not like Time, for tho' thou diest, 
Hope may recall thee to the heart. 

He knows thee not who strives to tell 
Thy secret feast to babbling Fame ; 

No eloquence with thee can dwell. 
Scarce language yet affords thy name. 

Spirit beyond the worid's controul. 
Hear, oh hear ! a mortal's prayer ; 

Be mute, be secret as the soul, 

But keep thy hallowed temple there. 



MY BROKEN HARP. 

O Thou who amid the forest trees. 

With thy harmonious trembling strain, 
■Could'st change at once to soothing ease, 

My youthftil bosom's cruel pain : 
Thou droop'st in dreary silence now, 

With'shiver'd frame, and broken string, 
While here, unhelp'd, beneath the bough 

I sit andTeebly strive to sing. 
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TRd moon no more iUnm^il the ground ; 

In night and vapour dies my lay ; 
For with thy street and melting sound 

Fled all at once, her silver ray : 
O soon, O soon, shall this sad heart. 

Which beats so low, and bleeds so free, 
Cercome by its fell load of smart. 

Be broke, O ruined Hai^), like thee ! 



THE HARP THAT ONCE IN TARA'S HALLS. 

T, Moore. 

The Harp that once in Tara's Halb 

The soul of Music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's Walls,. 

As if that soul was fled : 
So sleeps the pride of former days. 

So glory's thrill is o*er. 
And hearts that once beat high for praise,. 

Now feel that pulse no more. 

No more to Chiefs and Ladies bright. 

The Harp of Tara swells. 
The chords alone, that breaks at night,. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
So Freedom now, so seldom wakes ; 

Tfce only throb she gives, 
Is when some heart indignant breaks,. 

To shew that still she lives. 



THE PILGRIM- 

Lord Bjtron^ 

Far over land and far over sea, 

A Pilgrim I am roaming ; 
Over mountains high, where tempests Uows^ 

And billows rudely foaming : 
Where 'ere I stray, by night or day, 

0*er peaceful earth, or raging sea, 
Blest words I say, and daily pray 

For her who never prays for m^*^ 
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Vahilj akme to saints Tkneel, 

My vowB are doubly giv^ii ; 
For to my lips her name will steal, 

And blend with those in Heaven. 

Where *ere I stray, Arc; 



THE MERRY SEA BOY. 

Air — " Swiss Boy/' 

Comb, carouse thee, carouse thee, my brave sea boy ! 
Here's a health to all friends far away ! 

Fill, fill the cup, with ruddy stream, 

And be our song some jovial theme. 
Come, carouse thee, carouse thee, my brave sea boy ! 
Here's a health to all friends far away ! 

Here am I, here am I, lads, a merry sea boy ? 
All alive, with my pouch full of pay : 

Where friends sincere, and messmates dear, 

Delight the rover's heart to cheer. 
Am not I, am not I, lads, a merry sea boy, 
When ashore I am capering away. 

Then at night, ** Boat, a-hoy V* Oh ! a jolly sea boy, 

I'm away at the signal " Away.** 

On board as we throng, the muster pass'd — 

" Airs well !*' we cry, " Right and tip^ht at last ;*' 

With " Good night," and " Good night," goes the hap- 
py sea boy. 

To his berth and his hammock away. 



THE PLEDGE OF TRUTH. 

Where the signal for sailing your vessel displayed. 
Oh, remember the vows which to Susan you made. 
In affection*s fond hope, how on yon I tedin'd. 
And cheer*d, with my smiles, the sad woes of your mind ; 
Do you think^ in your absence, that Susan could prove, 
For riches or titles, unworthy your love ? 
No more let such fears chill the joys of yoiir youth. 
The kiss that I gave was the pledge of m^ trutl. 

To the hand of my William, I feel Fve someclajm^ 
Which I never will barteir, for wealth bir fbr fym»'. 
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And whe& far o^sr the ocean by Aiv*rbg winds borne, 

9tiU Hope is my Anchor, I sigh not forlorn ; 

For in no clime or season of your honest heart, 

Can doubt or suspicion a sorrow impart ; 

Then no more shall sad feirs chill the joys of our youth, 

The kiss that you gave was the pledge of your tnmi. 



BOME. 

Mrs. Wiltm 
Ijct others flaunt in gay. attire : 

And range thro' fashions giddy round ; 
Give me the calm domestic fire, 

Where joys and social pleasure's found ! 
Let others at the midnight ball, 

Through fashions mazes, pleased roam ; 
To me such passing pleasures pall, 

Gompar'd with those I find at Home. 

The brightest cheek, that ever bloom*d. 

Is tum*d by dissipation pale ; 
The heart's best feelings are entomb'd. 

In scenes where courtly joys prevail ! 
Let others bow at fashion's shrine, 

And through the maze of pleasure roam. 
The calmer joys of life be mine. 

My cheerful heart, my health, my Home. 



OH YE SHALL WALKjf 

MisM Stuart. 

Oh I ye shall walk in silk attire. 

And siller ha'e to spare, . 
If ye'U consent to be my bride. 

Nor think on Donald mair 1 
Ah ! wha would buy a silken gown 

With a poor broken heart ? 
And what's to me a. siller crown ' 

^Gin from my love I part 
I would na' walk in talk attire, 

Nor braid wi' gems my hair, 
'Cjin be whose faith jis i>ledg'd to mine, . 

Werewrang'd and grieving sair. 
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Ite mind whose ei'rj vnah is pwe. 

Far dearer is to me ; 
iVfid ere Fm forc'd to break my ftdth, 

ril lay me down and dee ! 
For I have pledg'd my virgin troth 

Brave Donald's fate to share, 
And he has gi*en to me his heart. 

With a' his virtues rare ! 

I would na walk, isc. 



STAY SWEET ENCHANTER. 

Stay ! sweet enchanter of the grove. 
Leave not so soon thy native tree ; 

O warble still those notes of love. 

While my fond heart responds to thee. 

Rest thy soft bosom on the i^ray, 
Till chilly Autumn frown severe ; 

Then charm me with a parting lay. 
And I will answer with a tear. 

But soon as Spring, enwreath'd with floweai. 
Come dancing on the new dressM plain ; 

Return amd cheer thy native bow^s. 
Sweet Robin ) with those notes again. 



THE ROBIN, 
iltr— " Fly not yet, 'tis just the hour/' 

Flt not yet, why wilt thou go, 
Sweet Robin, through the winter's snofir? 
When safe from haim and free from fear, 
Securely thou ma/st rest thee here, 

And chirp thy gratefril jliatA. 
I love thee, kind and fearless guest, 
Y\\ gladly give thee food and rest. 
While loud and drear the storm is blowing 
Shelter to thy frame bestowing, 

Ohl stay, Oh! stay. 
Winter's dreary, dark, and chill, 
Heve with thy friends continue still, 

Till Spring returns ngiftin. 
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Fly not yet, so^ie artful boy 
Unmindful of thy present joy. 
Waits thy departure from my bo^er. 
To lure thee to his tyrant power 

And clip thy feeble wing : 
Oh I welcome to my friendly board, 
A board ^th frugal plenty stor'd ; 
Here, here remain, our fare paflakjn 
Oh ! go not yet, our cot forsaking,^ 

Oh! stay. Oh I stay. 
And when the sun resumes his sway. 
Beneath iny window on the spray ; 

Thy tuneful tribute pay. 

THE FATJHER:S TPAR- 

Sir W. Scott. 

Some feelings are to mortals given. 

With less of earth in them tlian heaven ; 

And if there be a human tear, 

From passion's dross refin'd and olear, 

A tear so limpid aud so meek, 

ft ivpuld jiQt stain an Angel's cheek, 

Tis that which pmis fathers shed 

Upon a duteous daughter's .head. 



THE FISHERMEN 

A GLEE. 

By the side of the lake live we. 
Sing hey, sing hey, down derry^ 
And when in the water our faces we see. 
We view the reflection with pleasure and glee. 

For a Fisherman's life is merry. 
, Sing hey down derfy, sing hey down derry. 

Well, neighbour, well, tho' here in poverty we dwell, 
Its.been many a gr6at ones Iqt, 
Since first this world began 
To envy the happiness found in the oot. 
Of an humble Fisherman. 

' By the side pf a lake, &c. 
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THE MARINERS. 

A GLEE. Ravencroftj 1614. 

'We be three poor Mariners, 

Newly come frotn the seas ^ 
We spend our lives vi jeopardy. 

While others live at ease. 
Than shall we go dance the^ jouad ! 
And shall we go dance the round ? . 

And he that is a bully-boy, 
Come pledge me on this ground. 

We care not for those Martial Aieti, 

Who do our states disds^in ; 
But we care for those Merchant men, 

Who do our states maintain. 

To them we dance, &c. 



THE SWORIX 

'Mis8 London, 

TwAS the battle field, aDfd the cold pale moon 
Looked down on the dead ai^ dying,- 

And the wind pass'd o'er with a dirge and a vail, . 
Where the young and the brave were lyipg. 

With his father's sword in his jred right hand. 

And the hostile dead around him, . 
Lay a youthful chief: but his bed was the ground. 

And the grave's icy s^eep had bound him 

A reckless Rover, 'mid death and doom, 
Pass'd a. soldier, his plunder seeking : 

Careless he stept where friend and foe 
lay alike in their life-blood reeking. 

Drawn by the shine of the warrior's sword. 

The soldier paused beside it : 
HewrencKd the hand with a giant's strength. 

But the grasp of the dead defied it. 

He loosed his hold, and his English heart 
Took part with the dpad before him, 

And he honour'd the brave who died sword in ha»d, 
As with soften'd brow he leant o'er him* 
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** A soldier*8 death th6il 1ii» bolcAy died, 

A aoldier's grave won J:^ it : 
Belbre I would take that sword from thine ^and. 

My own iife'fi blood should dye iU 

" Thou shaltnot be left fbr the cwrioh <?row, 

Or the wolf to batten o'er thee : 
Or the e6w^d kiBuIt the ga^nt dead. 

Who in life Md ti^mblM befote thee.'' 

Then dug he a grave in the crimson earth 
Where his warrior foe was sleeping, 

And he laid him there in honour and rest, 
And his sword iti his own btave keeping. 

SONS O* HiBErtNlA. 

Brave sons of Hibemia your shamrocks display, 
For ever made sacred on St. Patrick's day ; 
Tis a type of religi<m, the badge of otir saint, 
And a plant of that soil which no venom can taint. 

Then with shamrocks as myrtles let's garnish the bowl^ 
in converse convivial and sweet flow of soul, 
For St. Patrick to friend^ip has hallowM the land^ 
And sweet hospitality join heart and hand. 

Tho* jpvial and festitte, in seetning: excess, 
We've hearts that can feel for bthers distreiss, 
May our shamrock continue to floiiriish, and prove 
An emblem of ChSirity, Friendship, and Love. 

May the blightis of dfeunion, no longer remain, 
Our shamrock to wither, its glories to stain ; 
May it flourish for ever, we Heaven invoke, 
Kindly shelter'd and fenc'd trjr the brave British Oak. 



YE MAKINERS OP lENGLAND. 

Campbell 

Air <' Ye Gentlemen of England.** 

Ye Mariners of England ! 

That guard our native seas ; 
Whose flag has brav'd a thousand years, 
Th^ battle and the breeze 1 
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To match another foe ! 
And sweep through the deep. 

Wh^ie the stormy tempests bloyr ; 
While the Battle rages loud ?intl loflg. 

And tfie .stormy tempest? idow.' 

The spirits of your Fathers 

Shall start from ev^ry irave ! 
For tshe deck it was dieir field of fame. 

And Oeefm was their groE^ : 
Where Btake and mighty Nielsoti i^i^ 

Ymn maiily hearts i^all giow, 
As -ys sweep (krough the 4eep; 

WhiAe the stomiy tempests Wow ; 
While tbe Bacttie rages loud and long ; 

And the stormy tempests Wpw. 

Brit4ani|a iQie^ds -no bulw^iii^. 

No towecs ^01^ the steep ; 
Her iparch is o*er the mountain weuk^s. 

Her. home is. oa the deep. 
With thunders from her native oak, 

She qji^ltS the flood below — 
As they jjoar pfi t^ie shore, 

When the stormy tempests blow ; 
When the Battle rages loud and long, 

A^d the stormy tempests- blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrifio burn ; 
Till danger's troubled night depart, 

And the Star of Peace return. 
Then, then, ye Ocean-Warriors ! 

Our song, and feast shall flow. 
To the fame of your name, 

When the stonn has ceas*d to blow ; 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And itlpie storm has ceas*d to Wow. 



THE MAID OF ISLA. 

Sir W, Scott, 

Oh ! Maid of Isla, from yon clifl*, 
That looks on troubled wave and skv. 
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Dost thou not see yon little skifi^ 

Contend with ocean gallantly ? 
Now beating 'gainst the wind and suige^ 

And steep'd her leeward deck in fyim^ 
Why does she war nnequal,^^rge ? 

Oh Isla's Maid ! she seeks a home. 

Oh IslaV Maid, yon aea^bird mar^. 

Her white wings fleams thro' mist and spray^ 
Ajgainst the storm^Iond lowering dark. 

As to the rock she wheels her way. 
Where clouds are dark, and billows rave 

Why to the shelter should she €ome 
Of cliff, expos'd to wind and wave? 

Oh Maid of Isla I 'tis her home. 

Ab breeze and tide to yonder skiff, - 

Thou'rt adverse to the suit I bring, 
And cold as is yon wfritry cliff, 

Where sea-birds close the weary wing. 
Yet cold as rook, unkmd as wave — 

Still Isla*9 Maid to thee I come : 
For in thy love, or in his grave, 

Must Allen Vourich find a home.^ 



THE WEALTH OF A COTTAGE IS LOVE. 

A BLEssixG unknown to ambition and pride, 

Thatrfortune cam never abate. 
To wealth and to splendour, tho' often deny'd 

Yet on poverty deigns to await ; 
That blessing, ye Pow'rs ! still be it my lot. 

The choicest best gift from above^ 
Deep fix'd in my heart shall be never forgot. 

That the wealth of a Cottage is Love. 

What e'er my condition, why should I repine. 

By poverty never distressed, 
Sxultmg I feel what a treasure is mine-, 

A treasure enshrin d in my breast ; 

That blessing, &cl« 
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THE CUCKOO. 

Now the sun is in the west, 

Sinking slow behind the tcees, i^ 
And the Cuckoo welcome guest 

Gently woo's the evening breeze* 
Sportive see the swallows ^Jay, 

Lightly skimming o'er the brook ; 
Darting swift they wing their way, 

Homeward to their peaceful nook : 
Whilst the Cuckoo, bird of spring. 

Still amidst the trees doth sing — 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 

Stil amidst the trees doth sing. 

Cheerful see yon shepherd-boy, 

Climbing up the craggy rocks ; 
As he views yon dapple sky,. 

Pleased the Cuckoo's notes he mocks« 
Now advancing o'er the plain, 

Ev'nings dusky shades appear ; 
And the Cuckoo's voice again 

Softly steal upon mine ear p 
"Whilst returning from the view, 

Thus she bids the day adieu- 
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 

Thus she bids the day adieu. 



SWEET DELIGHTS, 

. A CATCH. 

Give me the sweet delights of Lov^^ 
Let not anxious care destroy them ;, 

Oh I how divine ! oh ! how divine I . 
Still to enjoy them ! 

Pure are the blessings — ^Love bestiywing, 
Peace and Harmony ever flowing; . 
A Smoaky flouse— -a Failing Trade — . 
Six Squalling Brats — and a Scolding Jade. 

SQMMER. F,c.ir:f. 

Come wander with me in the summer sun's smile, 
Come forth where the roses are blowing; 

To view the rich scene, and to linger awhile 
Where soft cooling streamlets are flowing: 
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To gaze on the heaven, irhete tht^ bright king of cUqr> 
Uncloudedly mo¥e8 oa his pm:e ^ziine ;ye93r* 

The earth is all gay, 'tor the blospmi «bound, 

The sweet fruits t)f nature preceding, 
And banks of sweet ihyme shed their fr?igrfemce around. 

Where flocks on the green hills are feeding. 
The bee gathers sweets, and the birtterfly gajr, 
Spends all in enjoyment his life's little -day. 

The fields of bright hope ariseifiur td ifur wiew, 

With young' oaiisilie green 'steiiit:«d^mkig, 
Where wild poppits open wkh^m-flowers blue. 

When dart$ tae'tot iiftdiaiioe>«E(MintABi^ 
Then rises the lark from his lowly.buUt^Jiest,^ 
And swells with sweet warblimg.ms, gay specMed breast. 

» 
The sun^mer of life is maiihood^ gay prime; 

O sewe if before 'tis declining! 
For soon must thou bow to the mandate of time, 

Thy summer to autumn resigning ; 
Then cherish the seed thou hast sown in thy spring. 
In the autumn of life 'twill a recompense bring. 



THE SEASONS. 

'TIS mefry^ 'tis merry, in smiling Spring, 

To gather the fragrant May, 
When the blithe young birds on the green boughs sing, , 

And the lambs in the pastures play ; 
And flowers look out from their circling leaved 

To allure the Pandering bee ; — 
Oh ! happy then is the hand that weaves 

Sweet im>tlier' a ^wreathe for thee:! 

Tis merry, tis Utieny, in summer hour;, . 

When the skies s^e all so bright. 
To chase the fawn through the clustering bow'r. 

That ut^^ his frolic flight; 
Or, with fearless breast to brave theMre^^a^r . . 

Where health and sport are won, 
Alas! that ever; youths fairy .dream .- , ,; 

Should glid^ 9is, fleeting on ! . , , 
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Tfe te«ftyrti» «^^wy>^ «rt«fl*» tide. 

The leaser's toSL tp share x 
Or, from bending boughs the golden pride 

Of the bounteous year to b«tr. 
Yet oh f be «ure that as fruit wiH fell, 

And the ear give out his grain, 
life's harve^ tide none can recall, 

If its hour i^haJl pass in rain I 

Tis merry, tis merry, at Christmas time, 

When togs ia the chimney Uaase, 
And the board is heap*d with the winter's prime, 

The long loud laugh to raise. 
Yet when friends are kindest, each feeling heart. 

The friendless will hope to cheer. 
And if he^yen's rich stores give forth a part 
, To hallow the closing year ! 

THE LAST SHILLING. 
As pensive one night in my garret I sat. 

My last shilling produced on the table j 
" That adventurer/' cried h " Diig^t ^ hist'ry relate. 

If to think and to speak, it were able.^' 
Whether fancy or magic 'twas play'd me a freak. 

The face seemed with life to be filling : 
And cried instantly speaking or seeming to speak — 

" Pay attention to me, thy last shilling." 
** I was once the last ^oia of the law, a sad limb, 

Who in cheating was ne'er known to falter, 
Till at length brouj^t to Justice, the law cheated bim. 

And he paid me to buy him a halter. 
A jack tar, all his rhino but me at an end, 

With pleasure so heajrty and willing, , 

Tho* hungry himself,, to a poor distrest friend, 

Wish'd it hundreds-r-and gave bis last shilling. 

** Twas the wife of hisinessmat^^ l^hose ^n^^mng eye, 
With pleasure ran o'er as she viewed me ; 

She changed me fpr bread as lier child she heard cry. 
And at parting with tetitsshe bedewed^me: ^' 

But I've 0tknr soemas known Iriot leading ^ iNy ( 

Pale want their |imr^£uiBiUal(^iIUllg, 

While rakes mtkekxevds^.lhe piper to p^V ' u 
HaveiipatBadau^iiheiT'iMWt.nsfi^ >. 
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'* Tkou thyself hast been tl^c^fijb^eas foe jvofij^^a^ j^aU^* 

But to-morrow all care shau we bury. 
When my little history thou offer*st for sale : . . 

In the interim spend me and be merry." 
" Never, never," cried I, " thpu'rt my mentor, my muse. 

And grateful thy dictates fulfilling, 
ril hoard thee in my heart." — ^Thuamen counsel refuse, 

Till the lecture comes from the last shilling. 



THE TYROLESE SONG OF FREEDOM, 

Meerily every bosom boundeth, 

Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 
Where the song of freedom soundeth. 

Merrily oh ! merrily oh ! 
There the warrior's arms shed more splendour. 
There the maiden's charms slTine more tender,- — 

Every joy the land surroundeth, 

Merrily oh I merrily oh I 

Wearily, ev^ry bosom pine.th, . 

' Wearily oh! wearily oh! , " , 

Where the bond of slavery twineth, ■ . 

Wearily ph ! wearily oh I , 
There the warrior's d^rt hath no fleetness, 
There the maiden's heart hath no sweetness, 

Ey'ry flow'r of life declineth, 

' Wearily oh! wearily oh I ' 

Cheerily then from hill and valley, 
' Cheerily oh ! cheerily oh ! 
LBce your native fountains sally, !' ^ > 

Cheerily oh ! cheerily oh ! ^ 

If a glorious d^ath won by bravery, ' ' . ' 

Sweetei' be thian breath sigh'dinr slavery;, * 

Round the flag of freedom ridly, ' * - -f * 

: iCheerilyohl cli«er9yoh! 



/r- 



' WIH5, CHILDREN, Al^D, FRIENDS. ' .; ^ 
Ohb day when to Jove the black list was presdiled,. t .^-u 
The list ofwhat fate for each mortahuleiids^ f ^ '^■? 
At the lonp^ strinj^ of ills a kind^goddess relented, .' 'If 
And tl^t m tfatee bleinngs, ^wilb; children and fioendt t^ 
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in rain mtHj Pluto declared he was cheated, 
And Justice divine could, not compass its ends, 

The scheme of man^s penance he swore was defeated. 
For earth becomes heav'n with wife, children^ a^d 
friends. 

If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vested, 

The fund ill securM oft in bankruptcy ends, 
But the heart issues bills that are never protested 

When drawn on the firm of wife, children & friends. 
Tho' valour still glows in his life's waning embers 

The death-wounded tar (who his colours defends) 
Drops a tear of regret as he dying remembers, 

How blest was his homCi with wife, children, &firiends 

The soldier, whose deeds iive immortal in story, 

Whom duty to far distant latitudes sends, 
With transport would barter whole ages of glory. 

For one happy day with wife, children, and friends^ 
TTk)' spice-breathing gales o'er his caravan hover. 

Though round him Arabia's whole fragrance descends^ 
The merchant still thinks of the woodbines that cover 

The bow'r where he sat with wife, children & friends. 

The day spring of youth stiill unclouded willi sorrow^ 

Alone on itself for eigoyment depends. 
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow 

No warmth from the smiles ot wife, children , & friends. 
Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish 

The laurel which o'er her dead favourite bends. 
O'er nle wave the willow, and long may it flourish, 

Bedew*d with the tears of wife, children, and friends- 
Let us drink for my song's growing graver and graver. 

To. subject too solemn insensibly tends. 
Let us drmk pledge me high, love and virtue shall flavor 

Tbt glass that I fill to wife, children, and friends. 
^nd if in the hope this fair island to plunder. 

Some foreign power to invade us pretends, 
How his legions will shrink when our arm'd freemen 
thunder 

Thi war cry of Britons^ " wife, children, and friends." 



d by Google 



Ti 

STREW, STREW WITJI ^.03^. 

Strew, strew with roses, 

Life's mugU path and Jet's be gay^ 
Tlioughtless youth proposes, - 

And trifle time away : 
But youth's a fleeting April mora, 

This lesson seems to brings 
Every rose will bear a thorn. 

And time is on the wing. 

Trip, trip to measure. 

Dulcet as the voice of love ; 
Warble sons of pleasure, 

Adown the flowery grove : 
But Love's sweet voice will oft betray, 

And Pleasure cloy*d will sing, 
-** Every flower must fede away, 

And time is on the wing/' 

THE WORLD. 

The world, my dear Mira, is full of deceit,, 
And friendship's a jewel, you seldom can meet; 
How strange does it seem, that in searching around, 
The source of content is so rare to be found. 

O Friend3hip !. thou balm and jrich sweetfner^f life, 
Kind parent of ease and composer of strife; 
Without thee alas ! what are riches and power. 
But empty delusions, the joys of an hour. 

How much to be prized and esteemed is a friend. 
In whom we may always wiA safety depend : "^ 
Our joys when extended will alvrays increase. 
And griefs, when divided, are hushed into peace* 
"When fortune is smiling, what crowds will appoftt. 
Their kindness to ofler, and friendship sincerd*^ 
Oh ! change but the prospect, and point out di^I6IS, 
Vo longer to court you they'll eagerly press* 



CONTENTMENT. 

Contektment! source of humble joy% 
O lead me far from worldly noise ; 



d by Google 



76 

\x>naacc me to thy bless*d retreat. 
Where I may hear thy accients sweet, 
Where 1 njay calmly pass my days, 
And live in peace and sing thy praise, 
Beneath an humble^ thatch'd-roof cot. 
And ne'er repine at other's lot, 

Contentment ! source of happiness, 
Thou gives a smile e'en to distress ; 
Invite thy sister, Resignation, 
To comfort me in lowly station — 
To smooth my brow, in pain and care, 
And drive far from me, grim Despair — 
Within my cottage may I see 
Sweet Peace and calm Tranquility. 



HEAVEN SHIELD THE MARINER. 

A DUE-T. 

Heaven shield the mariner oa his path of storms : 
Where the breakers white 
Flings o'er the night 
A thousand dreadful forms ; 
When the stars are wrap'd in gloom, 
And ev'ry wave comes like a doom, — 
Heaven shreld the Mariner on his path of storms. 



MATERNAL LOVE. 

Wordiworih. 

Ah t little doth the young one dream. 

When full of play and childish cares. 
What power hath e'en his wildest scream. 

Heard by his Mother unawares. 
He knows it not— he cannot guess — 

Years to a Mother brings distress, 

tut do not make her love the less. 



THE LINNET. 

Tn% Bird that hear her nestlbg's cry, 
And flies abroad for food, . 

Returns,' impatient, through the ^ky. 
To nurse her callow brood. — 
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TEe tende; Motbep knows no joy^ 
But bodes a thousand harms'^ 

And sickens for her darling boy^ 
While absent from her arms^ 



AGRICULTURAL MAXIMS. 

MiL8T£R to die ploU^ 

Mistress to the cow. 
Boy to the mow. 
Girl to knit and sow, 
Will pay the rent now. 

But — Master with his Tally-ho i 
Mistress with her Piano ! 
Boy with his Latm-o I 
Gul with her Satin-o ! 
Must end in Ruin-o ! 



ON WORLDLY GRIEF. 

The old sow died, 

The little pig cried. 
And lamented his mammy sore ; 

But a Lawyer came, 

When they buried the Dame,. 
And the old SpwVwill read o'er. 

The will was read 
Of the old Sow dead, 

And the little pig wept no more. 
For she left him a deal 
Of right good barley-meal. 

And she IdBt him an acorn store. 



A SOLDIER'S GRATITUDE. 

Whatever my fate, where'er I roam^ 

By sorrow still oppress'd, 
Y\\ ne'er forget the peaceful home, 

Tkdii gave the wanderer feit, 
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Hen erer lOve Bfe'siiinny hhaka. 
JPy sweetest flowerets strewed ; 
StUl may you claim a soldier's thaolm, 

A soldier's gratitude. 
The tender sigh, the balmy tear, 

That meek-ey'd pity gave. 
My last expiring hour shall cheer, 
And bless the wanderei^s grave. 

. Then ever rove, dec. 



TOE ANCHOR-SMITHS. 

Dibdm. 
tiKi Etna's dread volcano, see the ample forge, 
Large heaps upon large heaps of jetty fuel gorge 
While salamander-like, the ponderous anchor lies. 
Glutted with vivid fire, through all its pores that flies ; 
The dmgy anchor-smiths, to renovate their strength. 
Stretch d out in death-Kke steep are snoring at their 

length. 
Waiting their master's signal, when the tackle's force. 
Shall, hke split rocks, the anchor from the fire divorce; 
While, as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvfl bang. 
In d^emng concert shall their hammers clang 
And into symmetry the mass incongruous beat. 
To save from adverse winds and waves the eallant Brit- 

ish fleet. * 

Now, as more vivid and intense each splinter flies 
The temper of the fire the skillful mast^ tries ; 
And, as the dingy hue assumes a brilliant red! 
^heated anchor feeds that fire on which it fed. 
The huge sledge hammers round in order they arrange. 
And waking anchor-smiths await the looked-for change, 
^ngmg with all their force the ardent mass to smiti, ^ 

And as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvil bang 
Tdm^e,mconcertrude, theirponderous hammersclang, 
irAZfi!*^'' ^'^P *^ symmetry they beat ^ 
ish^'^"^'™'^' and waves the gallant Brit- 

SdS^w'*^^^^^''^ with forks the fite they goad, 
And iiowtwrfv««cbor.smiths the heaving belted 1^; 
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While armed ttotA ivWjf Bing6r liilfl itf |nm array, - 
Anxious as howling aemofi^ waitirig fdi mfeir ^rey, 
The forge thie atichdr yields froiia btd %$ Mif mkw^ 
Which on the anvil prone, the careni shot&^-hurrah ! 
And now the scorched behoMets waiit ther ^wer to 

^aze, 
Faint with its heat, and dazzled with its pO^lireHfal ra^ ; 
While as old Vulcan's Cyclops did tl» anvit bang. 
To forge Jove's thunderbolts, their ponderous hammers 

clang, 
And till its fires extinct, the monstroc» mass they beat, 
To save ^m adverse winds aad waves ttoe gallant Brit-- 

ish fleet. 



CONWELL, T«E PILOT; 

Old Conwell, the pilots for many a year 

Had plenty of vessels in charge ; [dleaf. 

And he knew how each sand-bank and dioal to keep 

While steering dose^auled or at large. 
At last safely moored, with a well-timbered pursi^^ 

Heart and house open wide to a friend. 
With his Poll, once a dasher, now turned to a mirm, 

He bought a snug birth at Gravesend. 

In a sort of poop lantern placed over the Thames 

Where he took with his messmates his grog. 
Bound outward and homeward, theshipsand th^ir ndifi'es,' 

They d spy as they drank out their grog. 
Then cockmg their spy^glass and dearing the ^^5 

My eyes I Jack, here they come without eiidj ' 
There's tjie Neptutie, the Glory, and futthet iii s'^tit'e. 

Fame and Liberty making GraveSend. 

And see how the river in branches divides. 

In the form of a fork she is found ; 
How noblrthe Spring down the river smooth glid<!^; ' 

To the Fort of old Norwich she's bound '[s^ ! 

There's the homeward-bound fleet from the Dow^^otfly ' 

So well-stored their top-gallant masts bend": '^ 
There's the Silk-wmrm, the Beaver, the Apty-^li Ibe^-Be^; 

They're all standing on to Gravi^send. 
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Hie Nimble and Swift there tbey go, 
Tbe bold Resolution, that steers clear of rocks. 

The Britannia, that laughs at the foe. 
Thus the magnet old Thames firmly holds in his mouth. 

Which to all sorts of merchandise tend : 
Thus the trade of all nations, east, west, north, ftflOi^, 

Like the needle points right to GraYCs^nd. 

ITE BEEN ROAMING. 

Fyi been roaming, IVe been roaming 
Where the meadow dew is sweet, 

And Vm coming, and Vm coming 
With its pearls upon my feet. 

I've been roaming, I've been roaming 

O'er the rose and lilly fair, 
And Tm coming, and I'm coming 

With tbdr bloai>oms in my hair. 

I've been roaming, I've been roaming. 
Where the honey*suck!e creeps, 

And I'm coming, and I'm coming 
With its kisses on my lips. 

I've been roaming, I've been roaming. 

Over hill and over plain. 
And I'm coming, and I'm coining 

To my bower back again. 

IT IS NOT THE LIGHT. 

D. fiatey. 
It is not the light of the laughing eye, 

Nor the tints of the glowing skm. 
That is fittest to bloom in the bowers of &e skj-^ 

But the light of the sj^rit within ! 
Oh I give me the beauty that beams in ibe BomV;' 

The exquisite tints of the mind ! 
They — they have the power of sweetest controul 

O er the hearts of the gentle and kind. 

The soul m its earthly i^irine, unknproved, 

Resembles a gem in the mine; 
And it is not till once the dark soil is removed, ' 

That we see it 4raoicendantly shine. 
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Tbeii boast net of tii^ii^^^^'fibwer timt soon d^s ! 

Nor the d^licite tkits of ^e skin ; * 
For the lotpeiiest lissom that blooms in the skies 

Is the beauty that's beaming within I 



OVER THE DARK BLUE WATERS. 

Over the dark blue waters, 

Over the wide, wide sea. 
Fairest of Arab/s daughters. 

Say, wilt thou sail with me ? 

Where there no bounds to the wj^ter». - 
No shore to the wide, wide sea. 

Still fearless would Araby's daughter 
Sail on through life with thee. 

On board, then, while the skies are light. 

And friendly blows the gale. 
Our hearts are as true as our bark, & bright 

Our hopes as its sun-lit sail. 



THE TEMPEST 

Ha&k, hark ! the Tempest rolls along. 

It comes in dreadful majesty ! 

Flashes of lightning gleam along the sky» 

Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail 

Or prone descending rain. 

Save, Q save us ! dreadful roars the storm. 

And rolls its awful burthen on the wind. 

Rolling, bursting, deepning, mingling, 

Fearfully it comes, with peal on peal 

Crush'd horribte. Huge uproar lords it ^^4de, 

And ahak^ die solid earth I 



THE STORM IS PAST. 

The storm is past, the winds retire. 
Nor longer sweep the troubled main : 

The clouds disperse, the sub appears, 
And lovely nature smiles agai». 
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A solemn soilness reiens aronadt 

Wkile, sbwly winding l£ro' the mead, 

The lowing herds in obcuus soutuL 

And now die clamonrin^ quail is heard. 
His eveninff song the catktt trolds, 

^The raven seeks her lofty nest, 
The distant curfew toHs, 

Now night ittosiM ber saMe ragn, 
Aotd o'^ ttie world hermantle dnwrs. 

While darkness falls tipon the plain, 
And all is stillness atnd repose. 



THE €EFr OF NORWICH I SUCCESS TO ITS 
TRADI!. 

Air — ^** Anacreon in Heaven/* 

BtrtktrtitA, Si^a Goddess of t!bfert/8 fele, 

Great queen of the ocean, wherever it flows; 
From I3ic tidMt to fte south, from the west to the Nile, 
Not a wind but thy glory incessantly blows I 
While commerce so dear 
Like thy seas dot!h appear. 
Triumphant wherever thy flag is display'd ; 
/ And the toast it shall be. 

Old Sn^fabd the fr^. 
The City of Norwich, success to its trade. 

And the toast, ^c. 

Though war may break On us by this or diat ibe. 

The navy at Britain their wrath can despise ; 
And while Britirii solcHers such laurc^ird deeds ^ow, 
May our trade like their valour more ^oriotisly rise I 
Then fill; ^I4he glass; 
Quick, quick let it pass, 
The oaklii»diir 'bUloWs thejr-n^er oanr'fade ; 
So let the toast be. 
Old England thiB fi»e, 
The^ Pori^oId^NorVioh, docces^ to itstrad^. 

Sd let thd tamt^ 4it. 
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^ir—" I'd be a Butterfly ;• 

Fd be a Brkish tar, horn on the ocean, 

Where billows and wild waye9 are dashing aiound ; 
Sailing along, while the gales keep in motioa, 

And waft my brave bark to some far distant ground 
Fd be a sailor, with grog for my portion. 

Seldom with Jack is &ere muen sorrow found ; 
rd be a British tar, bom on the cceain. 

When, Neptune is stirring the blue waves arOund, 
Fd be a British tar, 
Fd be a British tar. 

All careless and brave, in my cot sleeping sound. 

Landsmen may laugh at a sailor's devotion. 

May talk of the joys and the pleasures of land ; ^ 
Think ye a bold tar would alter his notion, 

Or leave his gay bark for a home on th^ strand ? 
If England's foemen have vessels in motion. 

Brave Jack must be there with true steel in his hand ; 
Fd be a .British tar, bom on the ocean, ' 

When tempests are raging or gales blowing bland : 
Fd be a British tar, 
Fd be a British tar. 

Bom on the ocean, and far from the land. 



THE OCEAN IS A SAILOR'S HOME. 

When riding on the midnight wave, 
The dauntless sailor ever brave, 

A noble mind displays ; 
He laughs at danger, smiles at fate^ 
And risks his life to save his mate. 

Nor sordid fear betrays : 
For well he knows, whate'er his doom, 
The ocean is a saHor^ home. 

And when on shore midst needy friends, 
His generous soul its succour l^ds. 

To cheer their hapless lot ; 
When call'd from pleasure's luring train. 
To brave the hardships of the main. 

He flies and murmurs n(A. 



d by Google 



For weO he k^ws« what^'er bit doom, 
Th€ oqean is a sailor^s home. 

In fight, when death terrific swajs, 
/Rie taHor dieerftilly obeys. 

Where'er by duty calFd : 
Tho* round him wounded messmates lie, 
And tears of pity dims each eye, 

He never stands appall'd : 
For well he knows, whate'er his doom. 
The ocean is a sailor's home. 



THE BLUE BONNETS. 

March ! march ! Ettrick and Teviot dale ! 

Why my lads dinna ye march forward in order ? 
March ! march ! Eskdale and Liddesdale ! 
All the blue bonnets are over the border ! 
Many a banner spj-ead 
Flatters abore your head. 
Many a crest that is £amot»in story ; 
Mount and make ready, then. 
Sons of the monntain glen, 
Fight for your king and the old Scottish border. 
March ! march ! Arc. 

CJome from thfe hills where your hirsds are grazing. 

Come from the glen of the buck and the roe, 
Come to the craig where the beacon is blazing. 
Come with the buckler, the lance, and the bow ; 
Trumpets are sounding. 
War-steeds are bounding. 
Stand to your arms, and march in good order, 
England shall, many a day, 
Tell of the bloody fray. 
When the, blue bonnets came over llie border. 
March I iiiai:ch ! &c. 



BONNY BRAVE SCOTLAND. 

Where is the land which Scotland surpasses, or 
Where are such souls as her children inherit, 

Bjright in the spiles of whose lovers and lasses, are 
Naming the lights of their beauty and spfrit. 

' Digitized by. VjOOQIC 



Sigh for diee, ^for t^e, v^ivfii|(|Mt<iSt^for tbee? 

Tell me what Eastern, Western, or wbait laud 
Fame in, napie in,, ever was ni^ to tbeff. 

Pride of eac& Highland heart, Aoni^iraM Scotland? 

Peep in, the h^art of each vassal and stranger, is 

Buried a love for the hero- it sighed on, 
Breathing the story wUch tells you wh^re danger is. 

That is the spot where its idol had died on* 
Sigh for thee, dso* 



WHEN THY BOaOML ffiPATESw 

▲ DUST. 

When thy bosom heaves the agh. 
When the tear o'erflows thine eye. 
May sweet hope afford relief, 
Cheer thine heart and calm tliy grief. 

So the tender flower apf)ear8 
Drooping wet with morning tears. 
Till the sunbeam's genial ray 
Chase the heavy de^, vmtf. 



YOU BID ME sma. 

You asl( a song — you. bid me sing 

Of beauty and of wine ; 
But themes like these demand a string 

More sweet and blest than mine. 
When hearts are young, and yet unwrung> 

By sorrows withering hand. 
Then thoughts flow free, and words of glee 

Await the soul's command :. 
But ask not me^ liie charms to steg 

Of beauty and of wine ; 
For themes like these demand a string 

More sweet and blest than. mme. 

There may be some, whose waning years^ 

Have all the light of youth, 
Who smile away the tender tem 

They've sBedite pwted tittth.. 
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Bot e*dr wtif T ttotik memory Aj^ 

However ssid she be; 
Nor e'er forget n, 9\in, though iet. 

That once gave joy to me : 

Thett ask aol me, fte* 



HERE« A HEALTH TO MERRY ENGLAND. 

Devereaux, 

Here's a health to^ me it y Bnglandy 

Here's a health to our monarch and laws. 
Here's a heal^ to the mightv and brave, 

Who fought and have bled in her cause. 
Long may she flourish so i^ee> 

Defiance long hurl on her foe»; 
Exists there a Briton a tiaitor w»«dd be» 

Nor die for the lion and rose. 
Huzza for the Hon and rose ! 
No Briton exists but would, fight for his land 
And die for the lion and rose. 

Here's a health to our army — to our bulwarks of oak^ 

Our brave British tars on the maih ; 
To Europe's terror ^ey have oftentimes spoke, 
And conquer'd again and again 

Here's a health to our queen and our king, 
Here's a health to our commons and lords; 
May the brave never shrink fron^ the grasp of the sword^ 
In defence of the lk>n and rose. 
Huzza for the lion and rose, 
Socirded by glOTy how la^g bb feme. 
Who &lls for tne lion and rosQ. 

A SMOAKIN& CATCH. 

Qooj^l fOQd.tncMdrl 
The h^'a good' WiBed*. 
TS'M your pipe, WiU^ 
I pry:thee Sam fill. 
For sure we may smc^ 
And yet sing still. 
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What says tbe learned ? - 

Vitafumus^ 

Tk what you ajad I, 

You and he, 

Audi he and I, 

And all^f xi»*Sumui. 

Botdien to the learned 
Say we again ; 
If Hfe*$ a smoke^ 
As they maintain; 
If life's a vapcmr, 
Without doubt. 
When a man does die, 
Th^y should not cry, 
That " his glass is run," 
But ** his pipe is out.** 

But whether we smoke. 

Or whether we sing. 
Come let us be loyal. 

So God bless the king ! 
And let him live, 

Let his foes vanish. 
Thus — thus — thus — 

lake this pipe of Spanish. 



TO HOPE. 



Thou seemest as a vesper-star, 

Sweet Hope ! to him whose day is fadings 
And shinest like a beacon far. 

When night the wind-chaffed waves Is shading : ; 
How sweet such twilight moments are 

When thou art by, when thou art aiding ! 

O sink noVyet, sweet star ! — ^not yet 
Withdraw thy beam, thou beacon blaze ! 

Full well I ween ^ the Bun is set 
That crowiv*d with light my childhood days ; 

And wilt thou vanie^ ? — now Regret 
Weeps, as she eyes those lingering rays^i 
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BRITONS SraiKS HOME! 

DOdrn. 

Chberly, my hearU of courage true. 

The hour's at hand to try your worth, 
A ^orious peril waits for you. 

And valour pants to Jead you forth. 
Mark where the enemy's colours fly boys. 
There some must conquer some must die boys. 

But that appals not you nor me. 

For our watch-word it shall be, 
** Britons strike home I revenge your country's wrongs/ 

When rolling mists their march shall hide, 

At dead of night a chosen band^ 
list'ning to the dashing tide. 

With silent gtq> shall print the sand. 
Then where the enemy's colours fly, boys. 
We'll scale the walls or bravely die, boys« 

For we are Briton's bold ana free. 

And our watch-word it shall be, 
** Britons strike home ! revenge your country's wrongs.*' 

The cruel en^ny, then too late. 

Dismayed shall mourn the avenging blow ; 

Tet vanqui^'d meet the milder fate 
Which mercy grants to fallen foe. 

Thus shall the Briti^ banners fly, boys. 

On yon proud turrets, rais'd <m high, boys ;. 
And while the gallant flag we see, 
We'll swear the watch-word still shall be^ 
** Britons strike home I revenge your country's wrongs/i 



THE MINUTE GUN AT SEA. 

When in the storm, on Albion's coast. 
The night-watch guards hts wary post^ 

From thoughts of danger flree ; 
He marks some vessels dusky form. 
And hears, amid the howlmg storm. 

The mmute gun at sea. 
Swift on the shore a hardy few 
The life-boat man widi a gaUant CMW^ 

And date the dang'rous wave : 
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Ikkrt in the foain^ nor know dismay, 
Thej ;grf the crew' to save. 

But 6ii\ ivhat .rapture filh each Imast 
Of the hapless etew of the ship dtstreM^ : 
Then, Itodei i5idte, ^hat J^y to i^\ 
OftDR tbe-danrg^iraf that }f^h\ f 
. Ttai Iteitiid is tfo more, Hf the iratck^fiMr clie#e^ 
The mkidte gtn at seii. 

•Tirfi liANNER OF t^XR. 

Behodd i!be fitftattoia— hem^ stately kn& htm^ 

She floats oir the totbie^t tides f 
For empire design'd^ 6*er the tittb^ileA^ w&v^, 
How trinti and ho^ Kriatdy she tidtsi 
Yetfeve, hi a tn*e BrJton's htearfc, 
With glcSry contends for a part ; 
And the fair cheiftk 6f beauty A^i^ tears Id ehnf^rl'd Jj 
When the banner, the bwrtier of w«f is mtfaiiTd. ^ 
Oh the shore, how alert and intrepid the cre^ ; 

How firm to thetl? Sovepei^'s cottmand ^ 
Or 4MAldes8 o*er ocean lier Ibes to {pitersne. 
And die for the oonse of our land ! 
Yet one teair, ere the heiy>es depart^ 
One sigh' skali be dnrwn Jipom thafaefeurt : 
One kii^on the^eek which s-iveet sorrows empearl'd, 
When the banntr,- lite baHner of war is tinfiirl'd. 

Now'ferth tb (ife cbiiquiest, the [battle ^Welfe Kigh, 

Aid fleece round' the vessel^ it roars :• 
Hark ! the sons of Britannia, " to victory*' cry. 
And victory sounds to our shores : 
Then p^aiieful ags^^to thi^ hotM, 
Shall the patriot warriors come ; 
No more the fair dieek shall with tears be enqpeodt'd, 
But the banner of peace stand witb honour uhfurrd. 

THE SASIiE IKAH). 

The sable maid, toH^iiasi^itiiUH 

With thiol]%iil^ faes^'^asd^lrateiKg.^itfa 
Beh0M» tfa6^l!BenBQ^%tikwa we. 

Aid laottfBX llie^ a ii i a^ ^ Hii ^efcgaidi; > ^ 
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Her bc^e dissolves in sIh?— m wa^re, - 
She beats her breast — she rends her hair, 
And' calls on those who cannot s&ve. 

Tet not to Afric*8 savctge race 

Is Freedom's sham^ul sale <sQQfin*d ; 
Thro' Europe's reaUnSy m»n*nmli$Vd nund. 

Incurs, for gold, the same oisgraee.. 
T^jkcre, many a maid most vainly claim 

The dearest riKhta vl^ich nature gave ; 
And mock*d with Freedom's empty name, 

Shk, chained in state, a splendid slave. 



RICH AND RARE. 

T. Moore. 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore, 
And a bri^t gold ring on her wand she bore; 
Rut oh ! her beauty was fax beyond 
Her sparkling gem^ and snow-white wand. 

** Lady ! dost thou not fear to stray, 
So lone and lovely t^ro' this bleak way, 
Are Erin's son's so good or so cold 
As not to be tempted by woman or gold ? " 

** Sir Knight ! I feel not the lei?ist alarm ; 
No Son of Erin will offer me harm : 
For tho' they love woman and golden store, 
Sir Knight, they love honour aijd virtue n^ore.** 

On she went, and her maidmi smile, 
In safety lighted her round the Ghreen Isle ; 
And blessed for ever is she who relied 
Upon E^s hpBOur, and Ban's pride ! 



THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

The green-woqd teee t the grecn-wood tr^l 
He is fair, and tail, aad goodly to sde ; 
He lifteth ^is leafyii^ %o the .^ky, 
Amd ^rfadietKUs gr^eo imM im»^niit ktfh. 
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Tb« wiad mhj blow, he hears it not ; 
The storm may rage, he fears it not ; 
He puts forth his leaves rejoicingly. 
And for king, or baron, careth not he — 
And we will be like thee, green-wood tree. 

The green-wood tree ! the green-wood tree ! 

Goodly sbelt^ granteth he 

To the birds that on his boughs are sii^^g. 

To the'flow'rs that at his feet are springiidg ; 

His shade is sought by the dappled doe, 

When the merry archer bends his bow ; 

And the hare, and the kid, to their broad shade flee. 

For the weak and the succourless sheltereth he ; 

And we will be like thee, green-wood tree. 

Than hail to thee ! thrice hail to thee ! 
Pride of the forest, green-wood tree 
Who givest alike tiiy goodly schawe 
To the proud baron, and the bold outlaw ; 
When the north wind blows, may it shake thee not ; 
When die lightening glares, may it scadie thee not; 
But when we are gone where all shall be. 
May thy gallant branches ware wide and free, 
Pride of the forest green-wood tree. 



FAREWELL.* 

Lord Pyrdn. 

Far£well ! if ever fondest prayer 

For other's weal avail'd on high ; 
Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
Twete vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh ! more than tears of blood can tell. 
When wrung from guilt's expiring eye, 

Are in that word Farewell ! 

These lips are mute, these eyes are dry, 
/ But in my breast, and in my brain, 
Awake the pangs that pass not by 
The thought that ne'er shatt mcf agttiu i 
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My ^1 hqt 4eig;n3 nor dares complain, 
Though grief and passion there rebel ; 

I only know we lov'd in vain — 
I only feel Farewell I 



A SOUTHERLY WIND AND A CLOUDY SKY. 

A SOUTHERLY Wind and a cloudy sky 
Proclaim it a hunting morning. 

Before the sun peeps we'll briskly fly, 
Sleep and a downy bed scorning. ' 

Away, my boys, to horse, away ! 

The chase admits of no delay ; 

Now on horseback we've got, 

On horseback on horseback together we'll trot. 
Together, together, away, my brave boys, see the 

coverts appear. 
The hound that strikes first cheer him up without fear ; 
Drag him on, hoyke ; wind him, my steady old hound ; 
Drag him on, hoyke! wind him, the coviBrts resound. 

How completely the coverts of furze they drawx 

Who talks of Sestine to Minel ; 
Old Dasher now flourishes through the shaw, 

Saucebox rose out of his kennel. 
Away they fly, as quick as thought, 
The new sown ground soon makes them fault ; 
Clap round the sheep stain, clap round, clap round ! 
Try back the deep plain, try back, try back ! 
Comfort bitch hits him off through the tall speering 

hedge ; 
Dragmauy boy, leads him off through the late new made 

sedge. 
Hark forward ! hark forward ! hark forward I brave 

boys! 
Hark forward ! hark forward ! zounds ! don't make a 

noise. 

Thus we ride whip and spur for three hours* chase 
Till bur horses* go panting and sobbing, 

Old Da^er and fUngwood begin to race, 
Ride on, and give them some mobbing. 

But hold, by Sme^ you'll spoil the sport, 

Por tbfough the ktounds youll head tbein short.. . 
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Hark, Drummer, hark^ hark! bark,. Tuner; tarklNmerf 
He's dodging and jiunpjng ^ every hu^y ^ 
Old Vixen has fastened her tooth in his.brusb. 
Whoop, tear him! whoop tear hhn! he's faurly run 

down : 
Whoop, tear him! whoc^, tear him 1 giVe ^e Us hair- 

crown. 



AN OLI> SONG OF OLD TIMES. 

ToF gentlemen all„ give an e^ to my song. 
The truth I will tell you which shall do you no wrong ; 
And what I shall tell you» youll know it is true, 
And when I have done, I will leave it to you. 

There's your high country farmers grow all sorts of grain. 
For to keep up all fancies 'tis labour In vain.; 
For we plough, and we sow, and we harrow wMiall, 
And without a kind season our profits are small. 

In the morning at breakfast there's strong ale and toast,. 
And a hundred to one but at noon there's a rocist — 
A fat goose or turkey — What say you my boys ? 
And if that's not sufficient we have ducks inour^coys* 

There's other fine dainties, what more can you wish ? 
In our cotes we have pigeons, ?n our ponds we have fish : 
We have all these things ready without charge or l<»s. 
And our gardens produce us fine fruits emd fine sauce. 

And when we are obliged to ride in the stimn, 
We've good great coats ready to keep ourselves warm, 
Besides in our pockets ite've silver in $tore, 
And a good horse to ride on, what man canVtsh more ? 



A itfilZr-ESE MELODY. 

C Barclay. XXX. 

Sobriety, cease to be sober. 

Cease, labour to dig and be dirty: 
Come drink — imd drink deep ; 'tis the tenth of Octobei^ 

One thousand eight hundied and thirty* 
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IT WAS DtmcnBTftETQtHIO A«»^«RAfE> 

It was Dunois the young and brare, * ' 

Was bonnd for Palestine; 
But first he made fais orisons 

Before Saint Mary's shrine < . 
AM *' grants immortal qu^en of H^Ven^^ 

WiBks st3l die soldier's prayer, 
** Ttiat I may provB the Wayett kittfkti» 

And love the fidrest fair.'' 

His oath of honour on the shrine 

He graved it witfi his sword, 
And fcmowed, to the Holy Land, 

The banner of his lord ; 
Where, faithful to his noble Vow, 

His war-cry fill'd the air, 
" Be honour'd, aye, the brarest knight, 

Belov'd the fairest fair.'' 

They owed the conquest to his arm, 

And then his liege lord said, 
" The heart that has for honour beat 

By bliss must be repaid ; 
My daughter Isabel and thou 

Shall be a wedded pair. 
For thou art bravest of the brave. 

She fairest of the fair.^' 

And then they bound the holy knot. 

Before Saint Marv*s shrine. 
That makes =a parsdtte i^ earth; 

If hearts^ and hands c<»nbine ; 
And ev'ry lord and lady brigW 

That were in chapel there. 
Cried, " Honour'd be the brtivM krii^ht» 

beloved the fah^st fair.*^ 



* This BonK was With other iMWe f>«IM^ #e.; fonnd by Sir 
Walter Scott on the field of Waterloo, toon after that memo* 
rable battle, tad traaalatiHl from the Prenoh Imgaage by hka. 
Sea '« Paiil*t Letter's to hn Kiiialb&.'* 
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COME 8EWD ROUND THE BOfWL. 

Air — *^ We b^Qught the summer with us." — T. Moore. 

Comb send round the irine, and leare pokita; of belief 

To simpleton sagM, and reasoiung fbols ; 
This moment's a flower too fair and too brief, 

To be withered and stain'd by the dust of ^ schools. 
Tour glass may be purple, and miiie may be blue. 

But while they are filrd from the same bright bowl. 
The fool, who would quarrel for difference of hue, 

Deserves not the comforts they shed o'er the soul. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fights by my side 

In the cause of nmnkind, if Qur creeds s^ree ? 
Shall I give up the friend I hav^ valued and tried, • 

If he kneels not before the same altar with me ? 
From the heretic girl of my soul shall I fly, 

To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 
No ! perish the thought, and the laws that would try 

Truth, Valour, or Love by a standard like this. 



. THE SOLDIER TIRED. 

Am€» 
The soldier tired of war'* alarms, 
Forswears the clang of hostile arms, 

And scorns the spear and shield ; 
But if the brazen trumpet sound, 
He bums with conquest to be crown'd, 

And dares again the field. 



THERE IS AN HOUR.* 

There is an hour of peaceful rest 

To mourning wanderers given, » 
Thtare is a tear for souls distrest, 
A balm for every wounded breast- - 
Tis found above, in Heaven. 

There is a soft a downy bed, 
'Tis fair as breath of even ; 
A Couch for weary mortals spread, 
Wbeye they may rest their weary ^etid, 
And find repose in Hetiven. 
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By sin and sorrow driyen, 
When tost in life's tempestnons shoals. 
Where storms arise and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear but Heaven. 

There &ith lifts up t|ie tearful eye. 

The heart with anguish riven; 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly. 
And all serene in Heaven, 

There firagrant flow'rs immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divme disperse the gloom, 
Beyond the confines of the tomb. 
Appears the dawn of Heaven^ 



DRAW THE SWORD SCOTLAND. 

Draw the sword, Scotland ! Scotland ! Scotland ? 

Over moor and mountain hath pass'd the war-sigR : 
Hie pibroch is pealing ! pealing ! pealing ! 

Wha heeds not the sumimons is nae son o* thine. 
The clans they are gathering ! gathering ! gath'ring ! 

The clans tiiey are gath'ring by loch and by lea : 
The banners they are flying ! flymg ! flying 1^ 

The banners they are flying that lead to victory. 
Draw the sword, Scotland ! Scotland I Scotland ! 

Charge as ye charged in days lang syne : 
Sound to the unset! the unset! the unset ! 

He who but falters is nae son o' thine. 

Sheath the swmd, Scotland ! Scotland ! Sootlandl 

Sheath the sword, Scotland! for dimm'd is its shine : 
Thy foeman are fleeing fleeing ! fleeing^ ! 

And wha kens nae mercy is nae sono' thine. 
The stnugde is over ! over ! over 

The sfij^e is over ! the victory won! 
There a^piars bt the fallen ! the ^j^enl thfi fidliii! 

Andfgtory for aU w)^ their 4uty li^t, «l|iHi«« . 
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With tlrf lov'd tbisUb sev lainelt sht^e ; 
Time n^ev ihall p«it <liem-e-part-theii»-r-paT( il^m, 
Bat hanil flcnm tiw Isaslsna to eadi aaa tQi*'thiiie. 



Wife PAtli WHffE R08II 

Oh hope, deksivc dream of bliar^ 

Where are thy visions now? 
Can*st thou befriend an hour lilfe l^ijf ? 

Or SQQtlie mine ^ching brow ? 
Thy emblesi|fi is thia lovely flo^Vt 

Thy charma alike 4i8cIoae ; 
Thou 'rt but the ^reatufe of aa houK, 

And like diis pale white rose* 

This mora, how bright was youth's wild dreanii 

life shone serenely fair ; 
Unthinkhig girl / could^t thou not deem, 

Par)^ clonds wquld hover ^e^e ? 
f wake / the fleeting dream is past / 

Ah / why tiie truth di^ose, 
Tfiajt love \i but a dream at last, 

^nd l|ke this pale white rose. 



HOW IIQHT A CAUS» MAY MOVE. 

Alas — ^hbw light a cause mav movd ~ - 

Dissensron between hearts that • love--- 
Hearts that the woM in vahi had tried, 

And sorrow but more closely tied j * 

Tbat^tood the storm when waves were rough, ' 

Yet in a ennny hoi^r feH off. 

Like ships that have gone down at sea. 

When heaven was all tranquility -' 

A something light as air — a look — 

A word nirkind or wrotigjiy taken — 
-Oh I love J that tempests never shook J - 

A breatii^^ tauth Itke this — liath shakcii* "- 
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JU>4 riMhr wocdt wMIr ftooft niiW in 
To spread the breach that words begiiii 
And eyM lorget the gentle ray 
Thay wore in courtship's smiling day ; 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, 9ne by one, 
Hie sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or Uke the stream 
That smiline left the mountain's brow. 

As though its waters ne'er could sever. 
Yet ere it reach the plain below, 

Breaks into floods, that part ^r ever. 

Oh you, that have the charge of love, 
feeep him in rosy bondage bound, 
As in the fields of bliss above 
He sits, with flow'rets fetter'd round ; — 
Loose not a tie that round him clings, 
Nor ever let him use his wings ; 
For ev'n an hour, a minutes flight 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, — ^whose nest \ 

Is found beneadi far Eastern skies, — 
Whose wings, thon^ radiant when at rest. 

Lose all their glory when it flies 1 



HONEST BEN. 

Dibdm. 

Vm call'd Honest Bea, bat for vrhat I don't know, 

I only d'ye see do iny duty ; 
*ris ev'ry one's place to lighten the woe 

That presses down virtue and beauty : 
Why gold was first made, I can't tell to be sure. 

To learning not being addicted ; 
Unless it was meant to cherish the poor, 

To comfort and aid the afflicted. 

There was honest Bill Bobstay, a true hearted lad. 

Became for a land lubber bail i 
Who soon got from Bill all the money he had^ 

And then coop'd hitn vsp mt jail : 
o 
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My pockets wililif{>ruM-aimiie^tbtft ^MCe.iiril lined. 

So Bill I restored io hU fineada ; 
Their transports made Bill jieaily out of liiB tnind. 

And me for that act fuJi amends. 

In that gallant fight t'other day off the Nile, 

My messmate, Sam Stem, chanci'd to die ; 
The battle once o'er, tho' I cheer'd with a solUe, 

A tear for poor Sam dimm*d my eye ; 
Thinks I, here's bad news for his prattlers and Kate, 

The^fll scarsely. survive the sad shock } 
So ni save my rhino to soften their fate. 

And steer them from poverty's rock. 

If safely through life*^ tfonbted sea you vrould stee r, 

And make the right haven at last. 
Still kindly all mesmates distressed strive (o <:keer, 

And shield them from poverty's blast; 
For my part I know tars must fight and may fidl. 

And leave their poor widow's hearts sad ; 
Lord love them ! I wish I could many, them ^1, 

And prove to each orphan a. dad. 



SUCH PURE DELIGHT. 

Keefe. 
Such pure delight my bosom knows, 

My thanks are due to Heaven and thee ; 
With gratitude my heart o'erflows, 

Kind agent of its clemency ! 
Humanity — thou good supreme ! 

To chase the orphan's tear away, 
Alike the bright all-cheering beam. 

Brings comfort firom the God of day. 



THE FOREST. 

F. C. H, 

Through the forest freely roaming 
Is to thoughtful wanderers dear ; 

Where the sound of waters foaming, * 
Comes iVom distance on the ear. 
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Inick eoclos'd on av'jry skie, 
Where the trees of ages btfiding 
Stretch their ho^y branches wide. 

Wander on, the world exdudmg, 

Peace and sweet repose are here, 
No vain joys, no cares ihtmding 

'Mid the forest shades appear. 
Here the thnid bird may cherish 

Aii her oSkpmg more secure. 
They that roam too &e^y perish. 

While the forest hr^od is snre : 

As in Tik^i mixed crowds assembliog', 

Near are oid and youthftii found, 
tSo-the tree decay'd and trembling 

Feebly holds its ancient ground ; 
And the xbing sapling near it 

Bboms in vigour, youthful, gay, 
Wheie no noontide fa^am can sear it, 

Sheltered from the scorching fty/ 

Here the monarch-oaks commanding, 

While each humbler tree decays, 
Reigns through centuries yet standing, 

Mock the term of mortal days. 
Still the fatal hour is hasting, 

Whei^i in turn the o^ shaU fail. 
Angry storms and ye^irs siow wasting 

Beal|.^ l^i^gth» the d^om of all ! 



AQIfiU, MY NATIVE lAND, ADIEU ! 

Adieu, my pative land adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelUi^ sails ; 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Your ^jrtile fields your flowery dales. 
Delusive hope can charm no jnore. 

Far ^roni. tib^e faithless maid I Doaro^ 
Ufliiieildyed seek some ^fipse^n shoes 4 

Unpkied baare my pMK^eful jhttoe. ; 
j4dieii^ my ns^ive land, Are. 
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doft akk'the gab thy ixmrmiir dies; 
1 hear thy aoltanf everaag- bell^ ' " 

Thy eforte y^ flad my acktog^ eyds: 
Tho' frequent faHs the dazding tftar„ , . 

1 soorti to shrink from fate's decree^ 
And thmk not, cruel maid, that e*er 

rit breath another sigh for thee* 

Adieu my Bative land], &c. 

Id vain &tougfc shades of fiowning nigl^r 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast explore. 
Deep sinks the ^ery onrb of Mg^ 

I view thy beacons now no mote* 
Rise, billows, rise ! blow, hollow wind. 

Nor night, nor storms, nor death I fear,. 
Yet friendly bear me hence to find 

That peace which fate denies me here* 
Adieu, my native land, &c. 



MY NATIVE LAND ALL HAIL ! 

Mt native land ! my native land t 

Now near thy coast-crags high and boar^ 
I see thy surf that strikes the stn^Mi, 

I hear its- hoarse aad restiess^rear^ 
Before the breeze we gentfy scud* 

With itnining stay and swoUen saA;, 
And while we stir At Ibamlng iood> 

All hail t my aalive kad, aM hail t* 

Through Afric*s sands the gold ore gleams^ 

On Asia's shores the diamonds shine, 
But there, bepeath their suns bright beams^ 

The negro-bpndsman paints and pines ! 
Proud parent of the fair and free 

0*er roaring snrf and rolling swett,. 
With happy heart I look on tSee, 

All heal ! my native landfall ha9 f 

What BnUm*8 breast but deeply drftws, 
The breath that si^aa thy shores adieit***- 

9ut throba as oft a thought he throwa , 
]^iom> faff on dayi <(tf ywiih awjl yoil. ? 
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You ! 1ph«a4tijr i»Mt lliHiini|^Wte«^'' 
Wben hop* wm iaiiit abd b^tlHi^ in» frail, 

How grladly novr I gi»e onihea ;- 
AU hail ! my natire land, M hm\ I 

Bound on bold bark I with powerful ptofr. 

Through whitening waves that round t^ roar ! 
From port the pilot hails us. Now— * 

Hark 1 hark I I hear the plunging oar. 
The anchor draes the clanging chain. 

The seamen md die flapping asol, 
Thick t^oba my heart— And yet again 

All hail ! my native land, full hail ! 



BRUCFS ADDRESS. 

RECITATIVE. 

At Bannockbum King Edward lay, 
The Scots they were not far away, 
Waiting for the break of day, 

Glinineiing firom the iEast, ^ ^- 
At length the sun shone on the heath, 
To lighten up the field of death. 
When Bruce, with soul-aspiring breath. 

His heroes thus address'd — . 

AIR. 

'* Soots, wha hae wi" Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bmce hAM often led. 
Welcome to your gory bed^. 

Or to victory. 
Now*8 the day, and now*s the hour, 
See the front of battle lour, 
See approach proud Edward's pow'r, 

Chains and slavery. 

" Wha will.be a traitor knave ? 
Wha will fin a coward's grave ? 
Wha Sybase as be a slave i 

Let him turn and flee, 
Wha for Scofland^s King and law, 
Preedom^s sword wffl firSely draw. 
Freeman stand, or fireman &', ' 

Let Urn on wf me, ^ *- - -' 
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Py OHV 9cm9 in ^rvHc diaiiui. 
We will ^«ift wrtrdear^ Teui$, 

B^tlbeyflhdlbefree. 
Lay the proud U3urper low> 
•A tyrant ifa' in ev^iry foe, 
Uh&ty's In ev'ry Wow, 

lit us do Of dee/* 



GENEIUL WOLEWB AD]>ft£8g, 

WrHten by HtmseW. 

How stands tne glass around ? 
For shame, ye take no care my boys. 

How 3t9Adg t^ gl^sa €S9Qiifid ? 

Let mirth and wine abound, 

The trumpets sound. 
The coiovjw tbey areflying boyt , 

To fifht, kill, «r wound, 

May wft.stiH be found 
Content witii our hani £Bite my boys, 
: <0n the eold ground. 

Why soldiers, why 
Should we be melancholy bpy9 ? 

Why soldiers, why ? 

Whose business. *tk to die; 

WTjftt— wgl^mffZ fiei 
Drowjv c^e, d9 w pa be jolly,, bgys, 

Tis he, joyj^ jor I, , 

Cold, h6t, wet, or dry. 
Are alTOj* bound tp follow, boys. 

And 6com ix) fly^ 

'Tid. init in vikin*-^ 

I mean not to upbraid ye boys, 
Tiabutinvain, , ^ . , 

For soldiers ^o co^lain, / f 
Should n^ campaign, , , 

Send us to feim ihat m^^ %^ boys, 

Bntifw^jiapum^ . • 
AbottleWlJ^^l^ ; ■.■ 
CimQnagai^ 
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With Itelmet on his favcm^ . . - 

And Mibre on his thig^ 
The soldier moonts his gallant steed. 

To conqu^f or to die. 
His plume like th^ pennon stfeam, 

Tn the wanton summer's wind. 
In the path of glory still. 

That white plumeshali h» find. 
Then let the trumpet's blast, 

To the brazen drum reply, 
A soldier must with honour live* 

Or at once with honor dieu 

Bright as his own bright sword, 

A soldier^s fame must be, 
As pure as die plume diat floats above 

That helm so white and free, 
No fear in his breast may dwell, 

Or a dread that shame may throw. 
One spot on that blade so bWght, 

One stain on that plume of snow. 

Then let the trumpet's, ^c 



OH NO! WE NEVER MENTION HER! 

Oh no ! we never mention h^, her name is never heard, 
My lips are now forbid to speaJc that once familiar word. 
From Import to sport they hurry me, to bani^ my regret. 
And, when they win a smile from me, they thmk that 
I forget. 

They bid me seek in change of scene the channs that 

others see : 
But, were I in a distant land, they'd find no change in me. 
Tis true that I behold no more the valley whea;e we*met ; 
I do not see the hawthorn-tree, yet how can I fofget. 

For oh! there are so many ^ings recall the ^aStto jne • 
The breeze upon the sunny hilfe, the billows^ the sea, 
The rosy tiiit that dedu laei^y^ belbre^ B«n is set^^ 
Aye I ev'ry leaf I look upon, ibffMdt tte «0 toftfgH. 
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Thftj tdl mitAmk luffffrnm-^-^ibitg^ij^^^ gay; 
lliey think tiMKt die fiMgels me, Wheed mk^ 
I^Ikb Me, piffaapi, Att«ti«gf^ Willi eai& iM^ng of regre 
Buly tf m loves as I hive loVd, dMsefer can forget. 



AUUO ROBIN GRAY. 

Xoc^ UMUay. 

Wmv the sheep are in *die fenld and the k'y at hame. 

And a' the weary warld ludeep are gane, 

The waes o' my heart fa* in showVs fra' me ee, 

While my gude man sleeps sound by me. 

Young Jamie loy'd me weel, and ask'd me fbr his bride, 

But saving a crown he had nothing beside ; 

To make &e crown a pound, my Jamie went to sea, 

And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 

He had nae gone ^bove a year and a day, [away. 

When my &^er brake his arm, and our cow was stole 

My Mither she fell sick, and Jamie at the sea, 

And Auld Robin Gray came courting to me. 

My Faither cou'd nae wark, Sc my Mither cou'd nae spin> 
I toiled day and night, but their bread I cou'd nae win ; 
And Robin fed them baith and wi' tears in his ee, 
Said J^nny for their sakes O pray marry me, 
My heart it ssdd nae, for for I look'd for Jemmy back, 
mx the wind it blew hmrd and his ship was a wrack; 
His ship was a wraek, why did nae Jenny die, 
And why was I spared to cry wae is me. 
My Faither uig'd me sair but my Mither did nae qseak, 
But she look'd in my Am^c, till my heart was like to break ; 
Sa they gied him my hand, tho' my heart was in the sea, 
And auld Robin Gray was a gude mon to me. 

I had nae been a wife but weeks only four, 
WlWtt Bittitfg sa mournfully out my ain door ; 
I saw my Jammie^s wraith for I cou'd nae jthink it he, 
Till he said, Love I'm com'd hame to marry thee. 
Saar> sair did w0 gifeet, and midde did we say, 
We took b»it ane kiss, atod we tore ourselves away ; 
I Wsh I wei<e; dead — ^but I am nae like to d'e, 
O why WIS I jbornrt^ sa^ wae's me ? I 
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Icaog like «^iai$t, ted I etamdi fik^ to i^/ 
I dare oae think o* Jemmy, for that wo»ki be a sih:: 
But ril do xaylmt a gtide wife to 1^, 
For AuW Kobin Gray is very kind to me. 



ALICE GRAY. 

Mrs. P. MUtard. 
9bk*s all my fency painted her^ 

She's lovely, sfae*s diyine ; 
Blit hef heaft it is aaotheriy 

She never can be njine. 
Yet love 1 as man never lov'd 

A love without decay : 
Oh f imy heart, my tesut, is breaking, 

lor the love ot Alice Grafy« 

Hef daik bmwA hair isT bfahJed o'er, 

A bro^of spotlew wbfte'; 
Her «yft b!i« eye that latt^ishes, 

Woif ifasfres wifh dcJ^ht. 
Ifei^ Ilafr ^ bfafcled not fbr lite, 

Her eye is tnfft'd awaty 
Ohf my heartr, m/hestrti^breMKnf, 

wtpf, ffte rove e^f Alibe wi^y. 

For her Fd climb the mountains side. 

For her Fd stem^ the flood ; 
For her I'dwaM the battle'^ strife, 

Tbo' I se'aFd it with my blood. 
By night Fd watch her slumbers, 

Fd tttttdbear ste^i>y:(}»y ; 
fi«t die scomar ^ beart ^«l*tf bddak^iiS, 

Tort&& leveofidice Giif. 

Fve sunk Beneath the summer *8 sun, 

I've trembled in- the blast ; 
Myjpilgrunage is almost done. 

The weary conflicts past : 
And when me g»een sod wraps vo^ gW£¥e> 

Way pfty haply say— 
"** Oh f his hearty his heart was broken 

For the love of Alice Gray." 

p 
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TAKE A BUMPER AND TRY. 

TiiEY tell me I've prov'd unkind to my lass, 
Deserted poor Phillis, and stuck to my glass ; 
Aitho' I Iiave left her, the truth Fll declare, 
I believe she is good, and I know she is fair. 
My Phillis has dimples and smiles, I must own 5 
But though she could smile, yet in truth she could frown : 
Then tell me, ye lovers of nectar divine. 
Did you ere se^ a frown in a bumper of wine ? 

Oh I wine,' mighty wine ! 
In wine, mighty wjne, many comforts I spy ! 
If you doubt what I say, take a bumper and try. 

Her lilies and roses are just in their prime, 

Yet lilies and roses are conquer'd by time ; 

But in wine, from its age, such benefits flows. 

That we love it the better the older it grows. 

Let duels, and battles, and history prove 

The mischief that waits upon rivals m love ; 

But in drinking good wine, no rivals contends, 

For the more we love wine, sirs, the more we are friends. 

Oh ! wine, mighty wine ! 
In wine, mighty wine, many comforts I spy, 
Jf you doubt wnat I say, take a bumper and try. 



OH LIBERTY ! 

Walker. 
Oh Liberty ! how fair thy angel face, 
Which gives to all things here a double grace : 
That crowns with joy Britannia's little Isle, 
And makes the barren moor and mountain smile. 

How wretched he who lives and is not free; 
For show'rs of gold I would not part from thee, 
For nothing Fortune gives or takes away, 
Gould for thy loss, sweet Liberty, repay. 



d by Google 



iOT 

THE ^AMROCK. , . 

T. Moore. 

Jtr--" Alley Ci^ker.** 

Through Erin's Isle to sport awhile, 

As Love and valour wander'd, 
With Wit, the sprite, whose quivers bright, . 

A thousand arrows squandered ; 
Where'er they pass, a triple grass 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming, 
As softly green as emeralds, seen. 

Through purest crystal gleaming ! 
Oh^ the Slwimreek, the green, immortal Shamrock \ 

Chosen leaf of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

Says Valour " See they spring for we 

Those leafy gems of morning." — 
Says Love " No, no, for me they grow. 

My fragrant path adorning." 
But Wit perceives the triple leaver, 

And cries " Oh ! do not sever 
A type that blends three God-like friends, - 

Love, Valour, Wit for ever !" 

Oh the Shamrock, &c. . 

So firmly fond may last the bond 

They wove that morn together. 
And ne'er may fall one drop of gall' 

On Wit's celestial feather! 
May Love, as shoot his flowers and fruit. 

Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ! 
May Valour ne'er his standard rare 

Against the cause of Freedom ! 

Oh the Shamrock^ &c. 



THE WILD BOY.* 

C. W. Thompson. 

He sat upon the wave-wash'd shore, 

With madness in his eye. 
The surge's dash — the breaker's roar 

Passed unregarded by : 
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^e-^@»lfiKl «0t the MHo^ Eoll, 

• He heeded not their strife, 
For terror JMd iisurf»e4 hit ao^l 
Aad stopped the stream of life. 

They spake )iim kiadly, but he g99Qd^ 

Aik) off^'d no reply ; 
'ihey gave )uin food, he look'd ^unated. 

And threw the nHH*sel by : 
He w9i$ as o^ o'er whom ^ speU^ 

6f dar]^i)^«s had been cast; 
His spirit oeem'd alo^e to dwell 

y^iih dansers that were past. 

The city of his home and heart 

So grand, so gaily bright, 
Now tomeHed by lales unerfing dait^ 

Had vanished, bom his s^t ; 
The eartli^ualpe's paralysing diake* 

Had rent i\ ^om its hoU, 
And notlua^ but a pviUiA Uit^ 

Its tale oC tanor told. 

His kindred there, a numerous band^. 

Had watch'ihis youthful bloom. 
In the broad ruin of the land 

All — all bad tw^ thdr doom : 
But the last night a mother's voiee 

Breathed over him in prayer. 
She perished — ^he uras left n^ dioioe^ 

But i9lu,Va a«4 blank despatv. 

He sat alone^ of all the crowd 

That lately thronged around. 
The ocean wmds were'piping loud. 

He heeded not the sound : 
They asked him of that city's fkte, 
, But reason's reign was o'er^ 
Hepointed to her rained state, 
Theub. ied**-aDd spoke no more. 



WJY A BROOM. 

From TeutcUand I camewiAhii^lighl w^scraUhtei^. 
To dear happy Bngbmd m summet^ gay Uoon t 
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T&en liaten &ir lady, and joMg V*^ ttsMMpI^ 
Oh ! bur of the waad'tin^ Ba^ftii & bfodm^ 

Buy a broom ! Bay a broom! 
Oh\ buy of a wand'ring Batarian a bfoom. 

To brush away mMcIa that eft-timea annoy you, 
Toull find it quite handy to use night and day,. 

And what better exercfse now can employ you^ 
Than tobruth all rexatious inttndeta away. 

Buy abloom, 41rc. 

£re winter comaa on for iwaet home departiny^: 
My toib for your finrour again FU retome. 

And while gratitude's teaia in my eye-lid»ar6 starting. 
Bless the time that in England I cned^ Buyalwoom/^ 

Buy a broom, ^c. 

S^ken — ^Yes, my dear ladies,. I shaH go back to^ 
my own country, and tell my sweet little brothers- and 
sisters that I sold all my wares in haj^y England. 

To my dearest Augustine, Augustine,. Avgustine, 
To my deartst Ai^nstine,. again FU retorn. 



THE MATCH BOT. 

Tou wealthy and proud while in splendour you. roll,. 

Behold a poor orphan pale, hungry, and watr. 
And learn, tW now doom'd to misfortune's controol 

He ^Hrang,.lU&e yourselves^ from the ibimtaiaofman«. 
Tho^ scanty the finita of hia humble employ,. 

Dejected he roams in a sad ragged pnght,. 
Then oh I give a mite to a poor kttle boy 

Who cries " Buy my matches '' from moaning till nights 

Remember tho' luxury clogs you by day^ 

And pamper you mightiy oa piUawa of down. 
Adversity soon may pknt thorns on your way. 

Obscuring your pleaaure with pavect/s firown, 
While apathy s cold flint and steel you employ. 

The tmder of feeKng yoti nerer caoi Ugkl : 
Then oh ! gfv€ a mke to a poor Ktlle boy. 

Who cries ** Buymynurtefaea'^ftcui iaoi»mg^till night*. 

And you )a^poiiAfi^iV<>£thiaocean^furtlaa4» 
Of b9«^ ^Ueraal so gifted by fi^ta, 
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Whose taule c^s^eiBBptore, wbOM frowns cancommaad. 
Prove alsQ your mental endowments are great ; 

E'en the crumbs from your table, which lap-dogs destroy. 
Would comfort an orphan and give him delight, 

Then oh T give a mite to a poor little boy, 
Who cries ** Buy my matches " from morning till nigfal. 



THE ANGLER'S FAREWELL. 

Hood. 

Well ! I think it is time to put tip ! 
For it does not accord with my notions, 

Wrist, elbow, and chine,-^ 

Stiff with throwing the lifee, 
To take nothing at all by my motions. 

I grpund-bait my way as I go, 
And dip in at each watery dimple ; 

But however I wish 

To enveigle the fish, 
To my gentle they will not play simple, , 

Tho' my float go so swimmingly on. 
My bad luck never se^ms to diminish ; 

It would seem that the Bream 

Must be scarce in il^e stream, 
And the Chub tho* tis chubby, be thinnish I 

Not a Trout there can be in the place, 

Not a Gudgeon ot Roach worth' the mention,* • 

And altho* at my hook 

With attetition I look 
I can ne'er see my hook with a Tench onf 

Not a nibble has ruffled my cork. 
It is vain in this river to search then, 

I may wait till its night 

Without any bite. 
And at roost time have never a Pereh then ! 

And the rain drizzles down very, fast. 
While my dinnet-time sound from a far bell. 

So, wet to .the skin, 

I'll e'en make to my Inn, 
Where at'leasj^ I-atid sure of a Bar-heXi. 
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THE ANGLERS" DUET* 

Akxious by the gliding stream. 

See the steady anglers watch - 
Trying every wily scheme. 

The heedless mmy tribe to catch ; 
Hush! hush! 



IVe a nibble. 
Strike, strike. 
Play it, play it. 



Not a breath, 
Still as death. 
Now take heed. 
Pshaw, 'tis a weed.* 



Zounds, 'tis a weed. . 

Still with patience, on the shore, 
They clear the line, and try once more ; * 
And thus they toil from mom till night, 
But then they get — 

Get what? 

A bite. 
O ! the joys of angling s O I the joys of angliiig. . 

Now the drizzling rains descend. 
Now the sheltering tree they court. 

Still their watchful looks they bend ; 
Rain and clouds insure them sport. 

Hush! hush! 

There's a bite I 

We shall have rsure sport to night : 
How it tugs. 

It's a Pike. 
Play him, play him. 

He weakens.. . . 
Strike, 
But ere they get it to the shore, 
He snaps the line, they are baulked once more.; 
Then home they go, the tale is told, 
That they have caught-—^ 

Caught what ? 

A Cold I 

O ! ike joys of angling ! O I the joyi of angling. 
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It was a brieht and spktidid Mene,— . 

The miqgfed host o? warrcpg fight, , 
With yaloftr^s blood, and conqirost^s ^teen. 

All ^tteriqg round their banneii^d m^fnk - 

And m the field of scathing death,, .^ 

Whffiar Uenea fought for laurelled fame, 

When battle poured its crimson biMUi% . . . . 
Xifeelmiaiiig dxaps of liquid flame ; 

Blwl i nt ng thAte <m glory*s bier, 
I saw a Patriot's strength dteaf 9 / 

Amid the shoutsi that tojasifbedneQiy 
1 saw bi& Iife-bIfio4. atresMpa away t 
. — -^\ 

It wa$ Bis gifl at TireedoQi'a ^iiiji^ 
The latest inocnse.^f the btare, 

A gjm of all that's most divine, 

That glittoa iQuwi a Patrij^'Efiijirv j i 

' m 
But as the current ebbed its. tide» ^ . 

And night was dankling iahis ey** v. 
A Seraj^h watched with Bp lof priia,,. 

To bear the offering to the' sty. 

The Patriot slumbered into rest 

And m h«aT©d has parting 
Ulie Angel bore the glad fe 

To sparkle *mid the orbs 




ITiB dearest act that Heaven lov^J 
Is when wf. bleed for " altars free , 

Thehtdbc^st deed that man approves, 
Is when, O God I wediB^f^r ibeorfc ' 

Then let me seek that hallowed tosA 
Where Patriots lie in caljaestse^miDft;^ 

And 'mid thei §3ra»e.'a lerrific gloom, 
l#t glory crown my longest dreaming ! 
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A FatmrUe Cwmc Reei taiim . 

Ax Eton ftripliiig, trainhig to Ae law, 

. A dunce st ^tttax, bat a dab at taw. 
One happy Chrwdnas laid upon the ah^' 
His cap and gown, and store of learned pelf. 
By inyttation, thought he'd take a roam, 
To iipenda fortnight at his uncled home. 
Arriy'd, and pass^ ^e usual how d^ye do's. 
Inquiries for old ftiends and coHege news, 
*^ Wdl Tom, tiie road, what you saw worth diseemingy 
How cetes study*— what is it you're learning?" 
** Oh! logic, SSr, but not the shallow rules 
Of Locke and Bacon, antiquated fools ! 
TRs wit, and wrangler's logic; thus d'ye see 
rn prove to yoQ at plrai-as A, B, C^ 
That an eel-pie's a pigeon ; to deny it 
Were to say black is not black/' ** Come, try if* 
** An eel-jMe is a pie of fish.** — •* Agreed." 
« A fish-pie may be a Jack-pie.**— " Well, proceed^'* 

. ** A Jack-pie is a John-pie, and 'tis done. 
For a John-pie's the same with a pie John.** 
*• Bravo!** Sir Peter cries, " loric for ever, 
That beats my grandmother, and she was clever; 
But, Tom, since 'twould be very hard, 
That mil this le^aming should have nO re1valrd» 
To-morrow, for a stroll, the paik we'll cross, 
AfiAibetkmwm^^^ .'' What ?*' " My chesnut horse." 
♦* A horse ! quoth Tom, '* blood, pedigree and paees! 
Zounds I whal f(fBu|h I'll cut at 'Epsom Races." 
To bed he went^ and slept for downright som>w, 
That ny;}^ im^itf'P^^A belQre.he*4 nee the morrow. 
Dreamt of his boots fmd s^rs, and leather breeches, 
Huntii^ of cats, and leapmg rails and ditches. 
The morning came vherrose before the lark. 
And dragg'dhis Un$;le, fasting to the park. 
Halter in hand, each vale he scour'd, at loss 
T6 spy out something like a chesnut horse ; 
But no such animal die pastore cropp'd. 
At length ben^atii a taree. Sir Peter stopp'd, 
A bmnch he took^ and dbook it, when down fell, 
A fine horse-chesnut in its prickly shell, 

Q 
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*• iSerc Tom, tAke fl4i**-r;« Well Bit, latid whit htAAtl^ 
** Why since you're booted, sa4<Ue it and ri^e," 
'* Ride what t a -che^i^Htl"-^** Aye, comeget across, 
I tell you, Tom, that ch^SAut is a bprse, 

i And all the horse you'll have, foi? J cau shew, 
^ In spite of reason; that iit's even^ ^; . , 
Not by the musty, fusty, worn put rule^ . 
Of Locke and Bacon, antiquated fools I 
Nor old Des Cartes, blind pilot into knowledge, 
But by the laws of wit and Eton CoUtg/en 

. You've clearly proy'd it, and I don't deny. 
That a pie John's thet saa^e $^^ ^ John pie/' . . 
What follows, then ? ** Why asytl»ng.of <»)urse» 
That a horse-chesmtf is a che^nut karsej*' . 



V. OCR Owif FIRESIDE. 

r Dear in the moan's soft blowing gTEjle 

Is budding May; 
Sweet in the wild rose scented vale 

The scattered hay; 
Dear is the early evening star. 

The lover's guide : 
But dearer still and sweeter far. 

Our own fireside. 

Dear is the linnet's lively song 

. That cheers the ^ve ; 
Sweet is tfie breeze that wirffe akmg 

The sigh of love ; 
D«a^ to the iBailor's ear the call 

^ Of Iknd descried ; 
^tdf ^i naPre dear, more sweet than al!^ 
'^Our ownfiresklei • 



THE DEEP, DEEP ^A. 

Mn, G.Sharp. 
Oh ! come with me my Love, 

And our fairy home shall^i - 

Where the water lEqpirits rove, ^ 

In the deep, deep sea. 
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Tbenp are j^w^.ridi mid ,iar^, ^ ,^ 
In the caverns of the deep, ' ;^'* ' ' 

And to braid thy raven hair, 
There the pearly treasures sleep^ 

In a tiny Man of War,* 

' Thou shalt stem thie oceau^s tide. 

Or in a crystal car, 
Sit ai Queen in aJl her pride^ 
Oh ! come with me', &c,. 

Oh 1 come with me my Love, * 

And our fairy home shall be, - 
Where the water sptrits refre, ♦ • . r^- 

In die dfiep^ deep sea. 
Ah ! belme that Lore nmy dwell, ' 
. Where the coral braQchi^ twine, 
And that ev'ry wreathed shell, c - 

Breathes « tone as. wc^kJ^ihiat^ 
Hopes as foisd as theu would*! t prov€$> 

Truth as bright as e*er.was told, 
Hearts as wanna^ those above, 

Dwell under the waters cold. 
Oh ! come witii me, &c. 



riX GIVE YOU THE LAND WE 11^ IN. 

Thi spafklkig Kquor flHs ^e gkiss; '^-^ 

Ana bri^y louiid the bSoara it goeS^, ^ 
Wetoastrntums caeh4hv'rift-'lftis'* 'j"^ 

And drink cohftttaonto onv f>^ ! ' 
While each ii^tntftt the catch; the^e^,*';J 

The song, the toast, W ^'^^ti ;: -'*• i' 
And ever, aa it ooBfies tO; we : ; r.i ikr./JC. 

Ill |five the l^nd we live bo ^ K'-.tCiJI! 

Then arise all hearts, and join in the'gl^, 
With a loud Hti2fza, and three times three--. 
Huzza, rU give you the land we live in, 
This glorious land we live in. 

* A^bble OB the Qeeitp» ca|]l«dby M S^n a foji^fgat— 

.i,.^^.^ ^ Man oiifu, , ' 
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Our cantaifi liatrnpt l^iiws the Kbg^ ^ '' 

His boacHii gld>i¥# wHb Ib^ ^r^t i 
While all the xieck rnt praises $in^ • A 

Of valiani: Svtiitk aod Nel^n^ lianuL 
God bless this land of liberty ^ 

The song, Ae toa^ is given ; 
And ever at it <ioraes to tne, ;. 

ril give die land we'livelri?'''' ^ 

Then ari^ at! hearts, &e. 

Some folk* miqr eavyfotdgnipapti':. /**'■. 

And , wish to ig»n some ^tairt shor^ i 
EvLilet them go vtth ali our^ hearts, i*^^^} ' 

We shall be plagued 'WithithetaKfto more* 
CMblesi tint 4«id.of4ibtetf^ -;«? .-> v % \ 

The soag, 4b9^tMiitilB^ifinrj|i a* ih ? > ^> 
And «ftr atiitiitomet'te-tnefv •.'i.'^^frkftWM^Vf 

V\\ gkn<4lM»ikuML wtiivff ia.'i9<^i f.%ii^i '4 c / 

/ , Then arise iJFlhe^ftWCyi»^- 






ENGLA^iJg(|^^ 

TuEttE is a land amidit the wave&j 

Whose eons are fam'd in story. 
Who never wflire^'Oi yf\\\ be slaves, * ij j . 

Nor shrink from ileath or glory I »* iTI 
Then strike the harp and Lid it swvU^. 

With flowing bowl before ye, i 

Here's to the land in which we dwcU,. 

To England, Europe's Glory* * 

Blest land, beyond all lands afar, ^ 

Encircled in the watera, ,. " 

With lion-hearted Rons in war, • ** b* 

And Beauty- s peerless daughters. - -^ 
Go ye, whose dmcontented heartSp 

Disdain the joys before ye, \ ' 

Go, seek a home m foreign parts, 

Like England, Europe's Glory. 

Whether in-a«lfry olimes ye rove» < 

AsofitatyMra^er, 
Or seek the foreign ^airdn^'is loye, , "^^ 

Wli«re lu^s deceit^miLdanger;, 
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Where v^V yet find dmaneslk l^iMv 
With acxial «W«ete beA«9 7«r 

A' land so great «o iVee as thi* — 
Like Engtand, Europe's Olory 



.•nf 
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THERE. IS A SMILE. 
^ ilfoc Ew€m* 

ThivRP^ ift a smile that oft-times playj ^ fc. 

With seeming |ladnesfl on th** cheek," 
A smile that speaks an outward ease. 

Although the angtiishM bosom break. 

And when we see it lights the eye, 
We think we see cotitentttient there ; 

Yet MMce it Udct the dMp-^insii sig^ ; ' r 
Tet scarce eoneeidt tlie glartemng^ te^» 

So wlieii we view the g)ow«wontis rays. 
The jmarkliK gem* ve ne'er vaof^, 

Nor think the snining insect vrep 
Upoii the i^af it seems t6deeK. -''*'- 
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KERENS THE BOWER,* 

HereN the bowV she lov'd so much^ . 

Here's the tree she planted ; 
Here's the harp she uad to touch, 

Oh ! bow that touch enchanted ! - ^- 
Roses now unheeded sigh, r 

Where's the hand to wreathe tliem 2f^ - 
Song^ around neglected He, ^ *• 

Where's the lip to breaUie tliera ? r 77- 

Spring may bloom-bnt-ribe we teVd, 

Ne'er shall feel its sweetness ; 
Time that once so sweetly moV\i^ 

Now hath lost its fleetness ; 
Years were days when here fiik stiity*^^ ,. 

Days wj^Q moments neap her j \:: \ f 
Heaven ne'er form'd a Inr^^ili^ vm^t .s. , 

Nor pity wejpt % decirfr. . j f >. t .a 
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, \h5 ^Oft^ QP.AFFFCTION. 

0|r al} the tweet How'ra that bloom in the spf^ng. 
Of all the gay birds that float on the wmg ; ' ' 
GiTe me the pure violet and lily so pale, ' 
The thrush and the linnet, the pride of the vale. 
But the Qifeen of all flow'rs, whose worUi 111 impart. 
Is the rose of affection that Uooms Ib the heart. 

Then give me the maid with the he^rt that's sincere, 
And an eye that can drop an affectionate tear ^ , 
Thus the rotee and the lily shall gracefully twine, 
An emblem of Beauty, where Virtues combine^i 
For the Queen of all flow'ris, whose worth 1 .11 impart. 
Is the rose of affection that blooms in the hearty 



♦' ROSA OfF ©aUB STKMET. 

V ^ ORIGiUTAL. 

Air *^ The Rose of AHfecticBi.'f * 

WTittf^n hy Mr. i?. B, Winkup. ' ^ 

Of all the sweet sounds that fall on the ear, , ] "^ 
Of all the gay nymphs that lovely appear, * 
Give me the pure tones^from lips pulpy and brown — 
And Water- Crt'ss Nelly » the pride of the town : 
But the Queen of all blossoms— no blossom outyiet, 
Is my Rosa of Grub Strict, ^nd Cafs Meat^he cries. 

Then shew me .ihe maid witii a^keart vMoffetU^ 

And whose eye-^Hf?A«4i4Ae 4nir^5^-*-dropsbbottntifulteary 

Let the rose and the IQiy so SpoBceftd ly twkie, 

In the han^lq ^f the Flm'r fiM^-^iMkehaam^lii resign : 

For the Queen of all ,bloasoms^'--no blossom Cfutries, 

Is my Rasa pf^ml^Street, amj: Cat!s M<Mt she cries. 



WATER CRESSES. 

Dibim. 

JA^««ie1jotoe,'hl!f*ockfets Hn*d 
In seafdi'bf PMT, his bi^'^teasuirey 

To Pi^ SiteitB, to cotttte incline, 
In her fiJr lap^io ftui tSa treasure. 
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But fcarce arrilfd «it fafaM ftW-Pair, ' 

Whef« the keen Jew the Cfodpole fle«(«f-4i* 

HisM^hrttie tDm*dfnto astare^ '^ 

At—*' Come, wh6ll buy my water-ccesses t** 

He staHA and trembles at the sound,** ^ . 
Which now fg heard, and now"^ obtrtrtotikl ; 

And now his hopes are all aground, 

But yet 'lis to his ears conductedi ,, > 

** Zounds 1*^ cries out Jack, ** I know that phiz. 
But ihen such togs, they're all to piece^; 

It can*t be^-why yes it ia — ^ 

Tis Poll a bawling water-cresae* \'t ^,|4 

And nbw she^s in his arms, whflst ^e 

Bids her relate Fortune^s reversia 5."-^i«^j 
The world finds faithless as the sea, 1 

And loads false firtends, in tioopsy ftitkULurses-^ 
" Tt^ytoc* "4»y»die,** my t(iryrbtdy'i 

My,8iickslhey seiz^rand add 'm:fUi»9i 
So,\o;get abit of honest bre&d, 

I cry, who'll buy my water^cresses T* if 

** Still art thou rich, my girl," cries Jack, 

** And yet shall taste each earthly plesidure ; 
Thou'rt true, though rags are on thy back. 

For honour, Poirg a noble treasure : 
In this ipay jfcpgrshi^, ligg^4fQ neat, • ^ ^ 

III fortune from this moment ceases — *• » 

.This sBid^ he straight into the strBtt> ' t . 
,.. atwrtter'dJiasfcct, ragf^aidigittBr-t cwj t ug * -A 

■ ', ■ •: r^T 
>•••.. .^ n.r , 

■ , ::..-■ . . ••■ -: :/?■ 

TOM'STABBOARB. ^ 

, Tom Sitaxboiurd Tras a !)orvier txo^, ^ : >r ^ ' 

; Aa brfaveaXaras ever.aail'idy -"J 

The duti^ ablest Seamtedkv-' i • ^ ' '. ^-*' 
Tom did andnevcryet-lK^fidM^ /i ;x J 'A 

But w)reck*d as be was hbm^waid boim^l^ ^ : .' ' . 
Within a leJ^e'ofEngbndy'ccmilp : = 

Lpve sav'd him, sure, from being drown'd, 
For all the cr6w, but Tom, were lost. 
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Hii sir^t^ t^Qt^i, Tom hied yiith speedy 

Xnie to hit lioye aa e*e was maii^ 
Nought had he say'd, nought did he need. 

Rich he in thought of lovely Nan ; 
But scarce five miles poor Tom had got. 

When he was pressed, he heay'd a sigh^ 
Ami said tha'crael was his lot. 

Ere flinch from duty he woald,die^ 

h fight, rpm Starboard knew no fear, 

Na^, wheti lie'd lost an arm, redgnM, 
Said love for Nan, his only dear, 

Ba4.sav*d his life, and iat^ was kind. 
TTie war being ended, Tom retomM, 

His lost limb servM him for a ioke. 
For stilf his manly bosom burned 

With love, his heart was heatt 0/ Oak. . 

Asfcim, in haste, Tom nimbly rtft. 

To dkeer his Late his destined brUfty 
But fldse report hid brou^ to Khi» 

Six months before tiiatTeas haA^Kii. 
With grief she dkil^ pia'd ttway. 

No remedy her life oouM save. 
And Toiil arrivM idbe lf^ day. 

They laid his Kaacy in th6 grave. 



THE MLORIM OF LOVU. 

A HxAMiT who dwells in Ae soKMes, dib see d me. 
As way-ifora «nd (uBt up the iMMuitafais>I pcess'd^ 

Tbeu;eamanpausM on his staff to accost me. 
And pfoifer^a his #iA as my niansioa of rest : 

Oh ! nay, courteous Father, right onward I rove* 
No rest but the grave for the Pflgrim of Love. 

* Tet tarry, my Son, tiO the bimung nooii paM<w» 
Let boughs of the Lemon-tree shener Ay head; 

The juice of ripe Muscaikl flowing in ghsscs, 
And nAet fresh pull'd fer Siesta are mmd.** 

Ahl nay, oowteousF^llier, right onward I rove. 
No net but ^ gnive tot the Pilgrim of Love. 
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, OH ! LADY FAIR. 

„ . . A GLEE, J- 

Oh I ladt fair, wliere art thou roaming ^ ' .,« 
The sun is sunk, the njght as cowling. 

Stranger, I go o^er mww and mountnin, j^ 
To tell my be«d» aC Agiies* foontam* 

And who*to that man, with his white locks flowing. 
Oh ! lady fair, where is he goin^ ? 

A wandering pilgrim, weak 1 falter, 
To tell my, beads at -^ignes' Altar. 

Chill falls the ram, night winds are blowin^,^ 
Dreary and dark^S the way we're going. , ' 

Fair lady, rest till looming Washes, : , 

ni strew foi;thee abed irfruahes. * ^ 

Ah! stranger,, when my beads Pm countiiig, • 
m b lflfcailh ^ yame at Agnes' fountaiai 

Then, pilgrim; tum^ and reist thy sorrpw, 
Thou'lt go to Agfles' bhrine to-morrow, , 

<jood stranger, when my beads I'm tellmg, 
My saint shall bless tiiy leafy dwelling. 

Strew, then> oh ! stre^ wr bed of rushes. 
Here we shafl* rest till morning blushes. 

,t.. - ._ : . >^'- • A 

**" " ' DEAR MOMENTS. ^ f 

ORIGIK AL. ^ ' 

Writtm'mi'^uHff by the late Mr, Datid Bufitfan^ 
- .^ . .J of Norwich, 

Ati ' you that would wish to h^r reason, 

Attend to the lesson I give, , ' 
As the present for mirth is the seasojrf; * 

Then seize the deaf moments and' \Wh j - 1 

As tik& preseftt ate 'nd^ th^ tweet'Hoin^ •'**-'*^ :/^ 

And the moi»ent#tt» M h^^ iSttJ "gij/^B " ^ 
Come^ hasten and gibber the flowers 

R 
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Which can oiUy be ^ther'd U> dc^. 

To day, to day, t^ day, 
Which catt only be gathered to day. 

Away with all care and all iorrew. 

And all that will trouble the mind ; 

He who pleasure* puts off till to-morrow. 

Loses that whtc^ ne nerer can findv 

It*8 a proverb we ought to remevtber^ 

** When the sun shine be sure to make hay," 

It reminds us from June to December, 

That we ought to make much of to day, 

To day to day. to day. 
That we ought to make Huicfa of to day. 

Our conditions may oftentiioes tavy, 
As the wind, or the tide, or th&Bioon : 
Our schemes and our projects miscarry ; 
Ey*n Death overtakes us too soon. 
How absurd must be their disposition. 
Whose aim is for ever to delight, 
As for me— I have no such ambition, 
Its enough if I please you to night, . 

To flight, to night, to night. 
Its enough if I please you to night* 



MY OLD DOG DASH. 

Lay down old Dog, tlie winter's day. 
Forbids fiiy hobbling feet to stray ; 

Or swim, the river's wide— 
The paths are wet — ^besides a f<^, 
And thy jacket's thin, old Dog^ 

S^eep by the fire-side. 

Tig true weVe trudged some years V^;e&er«. 
Like friends, defying wind and weatl^. 

But then 'twas spring's green age / 
0*er hills and fields weVe walked and run, 
But now our labour's nearly done, 

We soon must quit the sts^e. 

Yet we have seen strange tilings anddays, 
Enough to strike ns widi losase ; 

And what odd tinss Ikfiaa aie 1 
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We*jr» jeeto ftJI oft, sixoxtg^ »ps *iul dow.iis 
Some men got abot, others erowus, ^ „, 
Kuough to make vm stare ! 

WeW, Irat OH Dash, my good old Dog ( 
Thou shait in warm days with me jog, , 

Tho* almost blind and grey ! 
The task shall now devolve on 7ne 
To do these tnnts of love for thee 

Thou didst m life's young day. 



THE DUELISTS. 

TiiRue were two torn cats on a waU, 
Jnst over a cobbler's stall, 

, Tommy White and Tommy Grey 
And those tiiro torn cats on a waM, 
Just over a cx>bbler'8 stall. 

Had both feU in love, they say. . 

Twas Miss Tabby that naade them to sigh, 
And she liv'd in a garret hard by, 

" ■ WJbicl^rought the two loveyen that way, 
To sing her a sweet serenade, (mew, mew J 
And. a "pretty mollrowing they made, 
Tom White and Tommy Gsey. 

Said Tom White " Who the devil are you ? 
That here, with impertinent mew, 

Would bid dear Miss Tabby my clack shun V 
Said Tommy Grey, ** Don't make such a splutter, 
You shall meiet me to night in the gutter^ 

Strike me ugly ! I'U have satisfaction/' 

With claws sharp as daggfi£9 &ey met 
And to it, like tigers, they set ; 

Twas doubtful Whi(£ ^dwm were stronger : 
They ifpit, (j>hit,phit,) and tiiey scratched, and tl.ey 

swore. 
And their poor hairy jackets they tore 

Till they could nOl hold out any longer* 

Miss Tabby awoke at the clatter, 
PoppM her head out, and cried, /m€v, mew)*^ what'»« 
themfiltteTP 
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And seem'd rather angry Rnd cooTfefc^ 
Said Tom White, " Our pKgfat only view-^— 
WeVe both been -h fighting- for yon ;»* 

Tken, said she, *♦ That was dedHsk fiDoUsh." 

Said Tom Grey, IVe lost half my tail ;" 
Said Miss Tabby, " That will not avail. 

For I vow that my back it quite up is, 
To think that two cats on a wall. 
Just over a Cobbler's stall. 

Should go for to act like two puppies " 



THE BARREL OF OLD HUMMING ALE. 

Old Owen lived on the brow of -a hill. 

And he had more patience than pelf; 
A small spot of ground *twas his labour to till. 

And he toiPd through the day by himself: 
Bat at night crowds of visitors called at hia cot^ 

For he told a right marvellons tale;. 
Yet a stronger attraction by chance he had got,. 

A barrel of old humming ale. 

Old Owen, by all, was an oracle thought. 

While they drank, not a joke failed to hit ; 
But Owen, at last, by experience was taught 

That wisdom is better than wit. 
One night his cot scarcely could hold the gay rout, 

The next, not a soul heard his tale ; 
And simply, because they had fairly drank out 

His barrel of old humming ale. 



THE ROSE AND THE THORNS. 

Holcroft^ 

Op the rose, fair and young, 

Poets often have sung, 
And the thorn near its bosom emboss'd. 

But notice have nolie, 

That the rose is but one, 
And the thorns are a merciless host. 
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Having^ lived out a duv, 

The niild rose dies away. 
Averee and unequal to stiK'o, 

But the tliorns are still th< re, 

llie nide embhims cf care. 
To wound thiough the wlnr( r of lilVf. 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 

T. Moore. 

Air—'' The Old Flead of Dennis." 

These is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet; 

Ohl the last rays of feeling and life must^epcurt, 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from this heart. 

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal, and brightest of green ; 
'Twas not the soft magic of streamlets or rill. 
Oh no, it was something more exquisite still. 

Twas that, friends, the beloved of my bosom were near. 
Which made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, 
And who felt how the best charms of nature improve 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Ovoca, how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade with the friends I love best 
Where the storms that we feel in this cold world shall cease. 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



1 JUDGE OF A FRIEND BY THE SHAKE OF 

HIS HAND. 

Plumtre. 

Whek my hand thus I proffer, your own I deny not, 

Nor offer it cold, nor a finger extend, 
It freezes my blood, when I find a man shy on't» 

Tis delightful when shook with the warmth of a friend. 
For the hand, of the heart, is an index, declaring 

If well or if ill, how its master will stand, 
I heed not a tongue of its friendship that^s swearing, 

I judge of a friend by the shake of bis basd. 
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Yet it 18 not with eteli myr4mdheA eo«m4^r4ita^ ine» 

Be mine the iried fnend^ whose warm heart #i3 ex- 
pand, 
Who, in wealth or in sorrow, will never foisake me, 

And the truth of whose heart I shall feel in his hand. 
Then for friends, and friends only, this token resenring. 

For them be it ever at will to command ; 
But let each be thy friend who at all deserving, I 

And give him thy heart mn^ a riiake i>f .the haed. 



HARRY BLUFF 

When a boy Harry BlufF left his friends and his home; 
And bis dear native land, o'er the ocean to roam, 
like the sapling he sprang, he was fair^tofhe view, 
And was true British Oak boys when oMej he grew : 
Tho* his body was w<'ak and hands were«o soft. 
When the signal was giv'n he the first went aloft. 
And Vet'rans aH cried he'll one day lead the yan 
For tho' rat^d a boy, he's the soul of a man. 
And the heart of a tni«^ritish Sailor. 

A' 

When in manhood promoted, and bumiii^ for-fame. 
Still in peace and in war, Harry Bluff was the same, 
So true to his love, and in battle so brave. 
The myrtle and laurel entwine o'er his grave. 
For his country he fell, when by victory crownM~ 
The flag shot away, fell in tatters avound ; 
The foe tlioiigict he'd strode, but he «Qng ont avast ! 
And the oqloarB «f En^knd he nail'd to &e mast> 
And he died like a true British Sailor. 



THE JLEGAOY. 

T. Moore., 

WfiSK in death I ^m^ oafaa |!e^Un^ 
O bear m^ heart to my misto^ss^dear i 
Tell her it liv'd uponiuniles„ and wine 
Of the hi%hfi«t hue, 'White it linger'dkere^;. 
Bid her not shed one t^ur of sorrow. 
To sull V a heart »o brilUknt and lig^U 
But balmy drops -of th^ Ted #isq^ iKiKraw^^ 
1V> bathe. the relic frjM»4»q??^.tiU. night. 
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Tbett tak« tty harp to your aadeat: kaD; 
Hang it op at tkat friendly door, 
Where weary travettera leiie to ^A : 
Then if some bard, who roaaiff fbrsakea^ 
Revive its soft DCtet in passag ahmgy 
Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 
Your warmest smile for the child of song. 
Keep tins cup, which b now overflowing^ 
To ^ce yomr revel when Vm at resC ; 
Never, dh I never, its halm bestowing 
On lips that beauty hath seldom bTest t* 
But when sonM warm devoted lover, 
To, her he adoveo shall bathe ils brim, 
Oh t then my aoirit ero«n(} shaU hover, 
Andhalkm ettchdvop^aC feamsftrMau 



DULCEDOMUlir/^ 

Reyw>ld$* 
Xhnp hi avale a cottaee stood, 

Oft sought by travellers weary. 
And long it prov'd the blest aboda^ 

Of Edward and of Mary. 
For her he'd chace the mounlaMt goat, 

O'er Alpe and Glateitrs bounding^ 
For her the r^ftmnia he would sho^ 

Dark horrors all surrounding ; 
]^t evening eome, he sought h» home, 
/ While anxious Joviely woman. 
She hail*d tha sight, and^v'ry nighty 
rhe cotta^ rung, 
As fliey rtmg, 
(A\ dnlce, dtote^Domnm. 

But soon, alas t this scene of bliss» 

Was chang'd to ]^rospects drea^, ^ 
Tor war and honour roos'd each Swisi, 

And Edwafd left Us Mciry. 
To bold St. Gothaid's height he rash'di, 

'Gaintt Gf^ia'sfi^e contending, ' 
And, byunequiAimmberrenldrd, \ '^ 

Her «ed hio knddefttttt^. 
*^#et BiMiie. 
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labile A^, (distracted womta) 
Grown wild with dread, now seeks him d^fcd, 
And hears the knell. 
That bids farewell, 
To dulce, dulce Domum. 

THE RED RED ROSE 

my love's lil^e a red red rose, 

That's newly sfMruqg in J une : 
Q my love' like the melody, 

Tkat*& sweetly play'd in tiine. 
As fair art thou my bonnie lass. 

So deep in love am I ; 
. And I will love thee i^till my dear. 

Till a' the seas gang dry. * 

Till a* the sea gang dry, my dear, 

And rocks melt with the sun : 
Am} 1 will love thee still, my dear, 

, While the sands of life shall run. 
And fare thee weel, my only love! 

And fare thee weeJ, awhile ! 
And I will come again, my love, 

Tho' it were ten thousand mile. 



THE ROSE- 

A DUEt. 

* 24if— -" Rousseau's Dream/* 

The Rose's age is -but )a day ; 
Its bloom the pledge of its de^y, 
Sweet in scent, in xjolour bright, 
It blows^at morn, and fad6sat night 



LET FAME SOUND THE fRtlMPET. 

Lit fame so^nd the Trumpet and cry, to the war, 
Letfflor^qpef-echo^thestr^Q, h, - 

The ftdl tide of boppur.pai^ flpTfifroa^^llje scar, 
Amd Heroes iiiay sinile on th^ pain, 
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'Tb« treolisrea of Aotmui lefcBaotiililAlylajy 

And sia^gior about with his bowl; 
On sciencelet Sol beam the lustre of day. 
And Wisdom give light to the soul. 



:Let India unfold her rich gems to thfi ^ 

Each virtue, each joy to improve ! 
Oh ! givQ roe the Fnend that I know to bfeVtrue, 

And the Fair that i teaderly h>ve I 
^What's glory bat pride ? a» vain btibble is ftmc?, 

And riot, the pleasure of wkie ; 
"What's riches but tremble I and titles a name. 

But Friendship and Love are divine. 



I GO WHER^ THE ASPENS QUIVER. 

I GO where the aspens, quiver, 

I go wheve the wiMotws weep, 
I go where the gleaming waters 

Are flowing cleaur and deep : 
I go where the wikb-foseblossoma 

.SdU ainovgtlie purple heather; 
And tread the paths we used to treads 

In blissfulness together, 

I go, &«?. 
\ go where the breezes murmur, 

And I tak^ my wild guitar ; 
But the mustc of the zephyrs 

To me is dearer far. 
The sweet soft tones yon lov*d to hear, 

ffave lost their sweetness now ; ; 
And the only voice I welcome 

Is thQ whwfer--" Where artt^ptt?'* 
^go,&c. 

Bol, i«rt, thou wrfc gone &» cjner, 

Ta the msmsiona of the blest,. 
'Where the mcHirnful mourn no longer, 

And the weary are at rest ; 
While i am left in lomeliness, 

To roam by the golden river, 
To weep for tHee, when the wittows weej^ 

A|fd «ig.b vbei), the aspens quiver. 
I go, &c. 
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XMTBN ! iAblES, LISTEN I 

Mcbc OwM. 

^HiLE your eyes with pity's tear, 
_ SweeUy, brightly glisten ; 
Iwillsingto beauty's ear, 

Listen t ladies, listen ! 
'Chid^ not now your Minstrel Boy, 

Check ye not hn story. 
Let hiin sing of love ana joy. 
And deeds of martial glory. 

Then while your eyes, &c.. 

Trust, oh ! trust me, ladies feir. 

O'er my harp of gladness . .... 
Ne'er shall steal one note of care. 

Or the gloom of sadness. 
Softly will T makA its tones, 

Light its passing measure, 
I*d not change your smiles for thrones. 

Or the richest treasure. 

Then while your eyes, &c. 



THE KING AND THE JACKETS OF BLUE. 

Jerrold. 

Some nations may boast of their walls 

. Of their armies may make much-ado ; 

But tell me the power, when Liberty calls, 

like the gallant stout kickets of blue. 

Like the gallant^ &c. 

Our sailors are lords of the sed; 

Though they roll in the old world or new I 
None bolder, none stronger, none nobler can be 

Then the jolly stout jackets of blue. 

Then the jolly, &C. 

Each flag that flies over the m^n,' 

No matter whatever be its hue. 
Must strike, as it has struck, again and again, 

To the gallant stout jackets of blue, 

, , To Ihe gallant/ &c. 
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.The jacket to Neptune is dear. 

So be spoke thus to each of hb crew, 

*' All honour^ and glory^ and worth shaU appear, 
With my own jolly jackets of blue." 

With my own jolly, &c. 

The King in his majesty great, 

Remains to his own colour true, 
And 'midst all his robes and his ermines of state, 

Remembers his jacket of blue. 

Remembers his, &c. 

Then loud let each brave sailor sing. 
In a chonis still honest though new. 

Here's a health and long life to ourblue jacket King, 
To our King in his jacket of blue. 

To our King, &c. 



WHY COMES HE NOT. 

Baity. 

Why comes he not ? Why comes he not ? 

Oh sister can you say. 
My boy and I have watch*d the path 

Together all the day. 
I'm jealous of the eager child, 

I fain would be alone. 
That his first coming may be seen, 

By no eye save my own. 

He comes— Tw he ! I hear his steed; 

Ah would he were in sight. 
You think I am deceiv'd ? But hark ! 

You hear him — 1 am right. 
Fool that I was — ^had I gone forth, 

Beyond that shadow'y grove, 
I might already have beheld 

The form of him Move. 

He darts like lightning from the trees,/ 

• He waves his hand aloft, 
>Again I hear those words of love. 
That I have heard so oft. 
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Ift never forced ti»fe8in« ■ 
4fo> never kn^ the bouiuUesa joy 
Of euch a veitxyme hoooe* 



TEE MULETEER S RfeTURN. 

C. Jeff^r^ 

'Tis night, where strays my muleteer ? 

Oh ! why does he from Lilla roam ? 
For well he knows my heart is drear 

When he is from his mountain home ; , 
But soft! what music greets my ear ? 

What strains come o'er the dell? 
Ohjoy ! to me the night winds bear 

The sound of distant belL 

Oh ! speed, ye mules, the queen of night. 

Hath kissed the sparkling mountain rtUs! 
And spread her fairest robes of light, 

To guide ye o*er the dreary hills, 
lliey come ! they come I their tramp I hear, 

Tlieir weary forms I see : 
And soon theyll bear my muleteer. 

In joy 'again to me. 



THE MARGATE HOY IN QUARAWTINK 

AiJir^'* OirryOwcn." 

One Mr John Wilkin, one very fine day. 

Called up Mrs. Wilkin, and to her did say, 

** What think you dear wife, if we start away, 

On Board of the Hoy, to Margaie/' 
" There's board and lodging in the ship. 
There's victuals to eat, and wine to sip. 
What say you, my dear, shall we take a trip. 

On Board of the Hpy, to Margate/' 

Qke a>dutifWl wife, die con^lied with his wishes, 
And pj^k'd his linen, coat, and small clothes. 
And away diey both sail'd over saltwaterand fishes. 
On BounI of the H09;, «o JUaigate* 
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^e sailors wefe'sdieUnffp ami AgM^figi'Utt^ 
Steering the ship alid fiafMiilg>the taO^^ 
Whilst against Drinduiidweail)i6r4bee^plaifi diCrail,. 
On B<»ai^ ofJthe ii«y, to Margate. 

Now, when Mr. Wilkin lost sight 6f St. Paul's, 
He trembled for fear of the sBdfanng squalls. 
And he 'gan to think of dhrotids and of palls. 

On Board of the Hoy, to Margate; 
The wind blew high, and the waves did roll, 
^ahist a vessel in quar^tine they ran foul, 
And the quarantine watchman stopped every soul. 

On Board of the Hojr, to Margate. 

Six weeks in limbo the vessel must s:ick^ 
Sure never was packet e*er serv'd such a trick ! 
It made Mrs. Wilkin confoundedly sick, 

Of going by water to Margate^ 
Such oamplrorating, fuming, and smoking, 
Passengers sick'ning, and saulors joking, 
^^ Oh, I wish," said Willdn, '' I?d never beeivpoking 

On Board of the Hoy, to Margate.'' 

The whole forty-two days Wiikm grumbled sind tore, 
^^ Oh,aplague taketheplague-riirpIVnfiek'aiidrmsore, ■. 
When the quarantine's finislTd I will p} dn shore, 

From on Board of the Hoy, td Margate.*^' 
^* The cavaphor, and vinegar, whirl in Biy bKun, 
All you folks on shore, Oh ! .pity my paiit-^ 
Believe me you'll never onoe eatbb meiagidn. 

On ^ard of the Hoy^to Margate." 



THE LIGHT OUFTAtt. 

Oh f leave the gay and festive scene^ 

The halls of dazzling light. 
And rove witli m« tliro^ forests-greeo, 

Beneath the silent night, 
Then^ we watdi the Hdgeiisgiti^ 

That shine from every Mar^ 
ni sing' the song of bappiet d^yi, 

Jbidri6(rikeiliar%)itr6iita& . 
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IllteQ thee, how the Maiden wept 

When her true love was slain, 
And how her broken spirit slept, 

And never woke again. 
ni tell thee how the steed drew nigh. 

And left his Lord afar — 
But if my tale should make thee sigh, 

rU strike the light Guitar. 



YES I'LL FORSAKE ALL OTHER JOYS. 
Air—'' The Light Guitar." 

Yes ril forsake all other joys 

To stray the mead with thee, 
Or wander by the Moon's soft light 

To view the boundless sea ; 
Or to some fragrant bower we'll hie. 

To watch the evening star, 
And«you, dear maid, shall charm my ear 

With songs on thy Guitar. 

And as we roam thro* distant lands, 

ril sing my love to thee ! 
And bless the hour that made thee mine. 

With some sweet melody ; 
But should yon sigh for gayer scenes, 

Or fti^nds you left afar ; 
Then I, dear maid, to ease your heart,. 

Will sing to thy Guitar. 



THE miSH BOY. 

Ai r > ** Derry down.^ 

Young Paddy is merry, is happy, tho' poor,.. 
His cabin is built in the midst of a moor ; 
No pretty green meadows about it are found, 
But bogs in the middle, and mountains around. 

This young Irish lad, of all lads the most frisky^ 
Enjoys his poor mesd of potatoes and whisky, 
As he merrily £»ts,. without care on his mind, 
At the door of his cabin) and sings to the wind. 
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Close down athis ibethisshaggy M dog. 
Who has plung'd with his master thto* many a tog. 
While Paddy sings "Liberty long shall reign over us,** 
Shag catches his ardour, and barks a loud chorus. 

Young Paddy, indeed, ifnotpolish'd, is kind, 
And his soul is as free as is happy his mind ; 
And tho* unacquainted with fashion or dress, 
His heart ever melts at the sound of distress. 

Then let us not laugh at his bulls and his blunders^ 
His broad native brogue or his ignorant wonders ; 
Nor will we by ridicule ever destroy. 
The honest content of the poor Irish Boy. 



THE VIOLET. 

DowK in a green and shady hei, 

A modest violet grew, 
Its stalk was bent, it hung its he<id, 

As if to hide from view. 

And yet it wa« a lovely flow'r. 

Its colours fine and fair; 
It might have grac'd. a rosy bowT, 

Instead of hiding there. 

Yet there it wat content to blocmii 

In modest tints array*d ; 
And there difiiis'd its sweet perfume, 

Widiin the silent shade. 

Then let nie to the valley go. 
This modest flow'r to see ; 
That I may abo learn to ti'ow 



THE KIND-HEARTED FRIAR. 

Air—** The Barefooted Friar.** 

I'll give diee, good fellow, a twelve-month or twain, 
To search Europe thro', from Byzantium to 9{>ain'; 
But ne'er will you find, should you seardi'tui you tiie, 
So happy a man as the kind-h^urted iHar.' 
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He's expecte4'$t i^odnV-fto one ttHIl^ qomes 
WiU twe ^^ |r0atrChair^ qx the pufldin^ with p^un)]^ 
F6r the best,of the; che^r, a^id the 9^t by the .fire. 
Is the undenied rigH of the kind-hearted friar. 

He's expected at night — an4 th? P.asty is hot, 
They broc^oh the brown ale, ^nd tnej nil up the ppt;; ' ', 
He roamfs wh^re be lists, and herests when he tires^ 
For ev'ry one welcome the Icind-hearted fi-iar. 

Re makes vs a|t {riend^, and tp him it is given, 
To ffuide, and direct us, on our path to sweet Heayen, 
And if among n^ighbQur^, there's a^gipr Qr ire, 
TPis all put to rights by the kmd-hearted friar. 



3RITI^H HEROES. 
Whew Chatham, up^ hia ooont^'s c?^u|ie, 

UpU^14 herTigUt?^ wth ps^nting \v:e^t^; 
Stood forth the phampioft of tji^e lawr^^ 

Nor ceas*d till grasp'd by icy Death ; 
His spirit, from Hs bonds set free, 
Sought the bright peafans of Libeity. 

When Wolfe, on Quob(WjV Wwi^y field, 

First heard the shout, " They run I they run !'* 

,And saw t^ flying sqiEnidione yi«ld, 

<• Great God/'lio^ried, ** my duvt/i done ; 

My S0i^, wlt)i J0f I yield to tliee, 
For thou has gal»^i li^Viotoiy.*^ 

When Nelson, on the ^^dte^staau'd d6<^, 

Reeeiv'd hi6 bt^^^^wiattal woondv ^ 

The gallant spfkk Mi mocbi^ 
Tho' death and slati^ilet sagfd aroiaid ; * 

" Great God,*' he cridU " xny countr/s free, 

Forth(^V^gj^ft'4thB.VictQigF«»'' • 
Additional veree written by J. S, Wetts^ 

When Abercrdmble, on the plain, 

= iWnfcilife Wmm%mm;dM\^ii : 
Jiy duty's done, content I die P' 
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Arnold • 

RECITATIVE. 

O'er Nelson's tomb, with sileat grief oppressed, 
Britannia moum'd her hero, now at rest ; 

But those bright laurels ne'er shall fade with years, 
Whose leaves are water'd by a nation's tears. 

AIR. 

Twas in Trafalgar's bay, we saw the Frenchmen lay. 

Each heart was bounding then ; 
We scom'd the foreign yoke, our ships were British oak, ' 

And hearts of oak our men. 
Our Nelson marked them on the wave, 
Three cheers our gallant seamen gave,^ 

Nor thought of home or beauty ; 
Along the Iwe this signal ran — 
" England expects that ev'ry maii 

Thitiay will do his duty/' 

And now die cannons roar, along th' affrighted shore, 

Our i^elspn led the way ; 
His ship, the Vict'ry nam*d, long be that Vicfry fam'd I 

For vietVy crown'd the day I 
But dearly was that conquest bought, 
Too well the gallant hero fought. 

For England, home, and beauty : 
He cried, as 'midst the fire he ran — 
** England expects that ev'ry man 

This day will do his duty." 

At last the fatal wound, which spread dismay around. 

The hero's breast jeceiv'd ; 
** Hetv'n fi^bla on our side,. the day's our own I" he cried; 
" Now long, enough I've liv'd I 
In. honour's cause my life was pa^t. 
In honour's cause I fall at last. 

For England, home, and beauty !" 
Thus ending life as he began, 
England confess'd that ev'ry man 
That day had done his duty. 
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THE atkW 0* Atefefeenftifi. 

Arnold. 

TwAS dn tBi* spot, in ancient \ote oft riatn'd, 
Where Ibis and Osiris once held sway, 
' O'ef kiHgs ^ho sleep in pyraihidi^ pride } 
But now (bl* British valonr far more fam'di 
Since Nelson's band achieved a glorious day, 
And crown 'd with laurel, Abercrombie died. 

AlJltt 

Her fo^eaife cetotilH the dawn hid not ^fed 
O'er the field which stehi slaughter had tlntfe4 tdred, 
Twas dark — s^ve ©ia^h flttah ki the canh^%HGraffee iddnd, 
When the brave Ab6ttfombie l^eiv'd his deiitll^WOiind : 
His comrades with grief uhafl^tgted d^plorS) 
Though to Britain's retieWn hk pif^ dm Idliitel m^. 

With a mind unsubduM, still the foe he defy'd^ 
On the steed which the Hero of Aore supply 'd : 
TilH ftieifng he soon tO fate's sUtiifti^s mtist jifMi 
He gave Sidney the sword he tie toftger tould V^iMd: 
His comrades with grief unaffected deplore^ 
Though to Britain's renown he gave one laurel more. 

The standard of Albion, with victory crown'd, 
WavM over his head as he sank on the ground t [cry : 
** Take me hence, my brave comtrades," the vetVUn did 
** My duty's complete, ahd contented I die.*' 



THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE.* 

Not a drum was heard^ nor a ftineral note. 
As Ykh corse to the ramparts we kucded; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell sbot^ 
Oe'r the grare where our hero was buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 

The sods with our bayonets turning, 
By the strugglmg moon-beams misty light, 

And the lantern dimly burning. 

* Sir John Moore wm killed by s esnnon shot st the battle of 
Comnns, Janoary llUb >M9; ^^ wat bariod the tame night 
tm tho ramparts of tho Ola4el of Conuina. 
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No iKiaktt co£^ ^ni;Joa^ ^_ -7=:-^^ , ., 
Nor ia sheet nor in siifoud we w)Ui^ fihn; ; 

Bu hfe lay like a warrior takii^g his rest^ 
With his martial jcloak around him. 

Few an4 ^YiQrtwerie the prayers w^ Wd, 

And we spoke upt ^ Wpr4 ^^ WfP* 5 
But we stejf^stly ga?^ ojei t^ f^icie of tl|d ^d, 

And we bitterly thmigjit otfrthAmarvqw. 

We thought, as we hollowed hfs narrow ^^^' 
And spjoojh'd do>vn his (onely pillow; 

That tiie foe ai^d the stranger would trea4 o'pr his head, 
And we far away on the biHow. 

Lightly they'll taJJ^ gf )j\e ?p;rit ih^t-"^ gone, 

And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him, 
Biit aothittg he'U rftds, if th^y iet hinx sleep oq, 

la tiie gtsofB jHrkom a, Bciton has l|ud bim. 

When the clock told the hour of retirinyj 
And vfp (^eaf4 fey ^e di^qft apd f^an^opi gpij, 
Jh^ the foe j^ sudxj^y firipg, 

Sfowiy aiid sad we Idid Um dov», 

Fswn Ahe &^d «f bis faise fresb 9tfl4 gory : 
We carved not a line, we raised not a stQAe» • 



nWU^ NJEVgR MARCP 4GAIN I 

Tub tii^d «etdiei^,'beld and ht9^^ 
Now ps(9t^ hps tw^€*rie4 |e^4 

And to the shelter of the grave, 
flfe ^ajc^ a A»f^ #if^€^. 

T^ Win |th^ frl»Wft^i jPf^c^^ 
" To arms " shall call in vain ; 

lira's <|Ma,i^^'4 W ifte jair9» <rf Ste^, 
He'll never march again. ! 

A boy he left his father's hpme. 

The chance of war to try ^ 
4^r regions yet u&l^od lo roam, 

No friend, or brother niffh. 
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Tet ttiU hi march'd contented on, 

..::V*,1tfidit4finger, war, and pain, ' 

But now he baits, — his toil is done,. 
I ' 'He*ll never march again ! 

The swa^ of spring, by beauty's hand, 

lie scattered on his bier ; 
His comrades, as they silent stand. 

Give honest Ned a tear. 
V ,AW(i lovely Kate! poor Ned's delight. 

Chief mourner of the train ; 
Cried, as ^e view'd the dreadful sight, 

" He'll never march again *' 

THE THRASHER. 

Can any king be half so great, so kind, so good as 1 1 

I give the hungry food to eat, and liquor to the dry. 

My labour's hard, but still 'tis sweet, and easy to endure ! 

For, while I toil to thrash the wheat, I comfort rich and 
poor. ' 
And I merrily sing as T swing round my flail, 
My reward, when work's over s a mug ofbrown ale. 

As from wheat the bread is made,, our miseries to cheer, 
Tk merry Sir John Barleycorn supplies us well with 

beer. 

Besides while thus I thrash the com, our pleasures to 

ensure, [brewer. 

I, for my neighbour's good, was born a baker and a 

For I oake and I brew, as I swing round my flail. 

To provide t^m with bread, and a mug of brown ale^ 

Tis for myself, when all is said, I work thus with such 

glee : 
For if for others I make bread, my labour's bread to roe. 
For others mouths I must provide, my children must be 

fed. 
My wife, and some sick friend beside, who cannot earn 
his bread. 
With these notions I merrily swing round my flail. 
My reward, when toil's over is a mug of brown ale. 

And when my mortal race near run, all toil and labour 

vain, 
A jolly thrasher, shall my km^, bis eraxy d%d mwBtam 
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Tfau$ w3l I work, and laugh, aod •iag^jaDd «l my labour 
toil, 

Unless Fm called on by mj king^to guard my native toQ ; 
Then, a:ccu8tom'd to thrashing, I'll swing round ny flail, 
And thrash the proud ^0%^ to secure my brown ale* 



MY HEART AND LUTE. 

I GIVE thee all, I can no more — 

Though poor ^ offering be \ 
My heart and lute are all the store 

That I can bring to thee : 
A lute, whose gentle song reveals 

The soul of love full well, 
And better far, a heart that feels 

Much more than lute can tell. 
I give thee, &c. 

Though love and song may fail, alas ! 

To keep life's clouds away. 
At least 'twill make them lighter pass. 

Or gild them if they stay. 
If ever Care his discord flings 

O'er life's enchanted strain. 
Let Love but gently touch the strings, 

It will be sweet again ! 

I give thee, &c. 



THE SEA. 

Come and wander far with me. 
Breathe the sweets of morning. 

By liie deep and sounding sea, 
Downy pillows scorning : 

Come with me and freely gaze, 
. Where the sun's enlivening rays 

Darts with rich unrivalled blaze, 
Earth and sea adorning. 

Sweet at early mom to roam. 

When the sea-breeze blowing, 
Drives the ocean's sparkling foam, 
O^er the proud reck fldwmg ; 
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fi^tfeei to vajtch tfce rolling "^f e, 
^' Hising stitt o'er cleft and care, 
. To tlie bounds its Maker g^ve, 
.': ■ Ever faitbftil going. 

. i ' ' Kofft tke ctiffs' cQo^oandipg bmv^ 
O'er the waters viewing, 
Wat^ Uia distant vessel qow, 
. Swift her course pursuing ; 
Ohward as she steers her way, 
Through the oeean'e dgshing s^^iB^f. 
Glad sh« sees <te ofb of ^y 
Rise, hk race fCOMringw 

Look 9igw tp 0lpe^^'^ str^»4f 

Which the tide i^ leaviijg, 
See tbe sraye forsal^9 tl^i^ sand. 

Back its waters heaviuig ; 
Here might bigb swbition learn, 
Not for earth's renowQ to burn. 
Back win alt their glpry turn, 
like the waves? ae^ceivvag. 

TOBACCO IS AT^ JWPJ4N W%W^ 

VERT Alf,Ci«^. 

Tobacco is and li^ia^ v^^f 

Grows green in the morn, iiiU down in the eve ; 

It shews our depay> 

W^ 09me from the clay. 
Think of this yvj^m ypu *re ^mokipg tobacpp* 

The pipe tiat i« so Kly white, 

In which moBt inen take great dalight ; 

It is broke wi<^ a toiicfe,^^- 

Man^s life is Budi 
Think of thie':whi»a you &m Attokin^totiacco. 

The pipe that is so fy4 witim, 

It shews man's souls we stain'd with sio^ ,. 

And it doth require. 

To be cie;^ns'4 py th^ fire^ 
TUnk of this w^ji;P9^re^JK>iin|; tol]^^ 
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Hie moke thftt ftomHtm f^^otkly. 
It shews im aft tiati^ but VMilf ) 

For it is gstm With « frtiff^ 

Men's lives ar^ M sudhf 
Think of this when yOtt iard smoking 

The dust that from the pipe dOth fall, 
It shews we kre nothing but du^t £lll ; 

For we come from the dust, 

And return we must. 
Think of this when you atd smokixig tob&Cdt). 



THE FOROB OF HABIT. 

Habits are fettibbom things, 
Attd by the time a man is tum'd of (brty. 
His ruling passions are grown so haughty, 
There's no clipping of their wiiigS. 
The truth will best be shewn 
By a fkmiliar instance of our own. — 
Dick Strype, 
Was a dear friend and lover of the pipe : 
He us'd to say a pipe of ** WiUon's Best** 
Gave life a zest. 
To him 'twas dinner, supper, physic. 
To see the friendly vapour 
Curl round his midnight tapef , 
And the dark fume 
Clothe all the room. 
In clouds as dark as science metaphysie. 

So still he smok'd. 
And drank, ^nd cracked his joke ; 
And had he single tarry'd, 
He might have smok*dy 
And still grown old in smoke ; 
But Richard, Married ! 
His wife was one who carried, 
The cleanly virtues even to a vice 

She was so nice : 
That tike a week, above below. 
The house was scour'd from top to toe^ 
And all the floors were rubbed so bright^ 

TtMi darVl not walk upiigikt^^' 
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VorlbinirtlUlig; - - .vr 
Bat that she took a pride iB« 
Of all tlungs else Rebecca Strype, 

Could least endure a pipe. 
She rail'd upon the filthy herb 

Tobacco, 
Protesting that the noisome vapour, 
Had spoiled the best chintz curtains, 

And the paper, 
And cost her many a pound 
In Stucco : 
And then she quoted our King James who saith, 
^** Tobacco is the deivirs breath.* * 
.When wives will govern, husbands must obey ; 

For many a hapless day, 
Dick mourned, and miss d his favorite tobacco. 
And frown'd upon Rebecca — . 
At length the day arriv'd his wife must die 

Imagine now the doleful cry, 
Of female friends, old aunts and cousins. 
Who to the funeral flock''d by dozens. 
The undertaker's men and mutes, 
Stood at the gate in sable suits, 

With melancholy looks 
Just like so many sulky rooks. ' . 

Now wine and cake are handed round, 
Folks sigh, and drink. 
And drink and sigh. 
For grief makes people dry ; 
But Didk is missing, no where to be found, 

Above, below, about, 
They search the house throughout, 

Each hole and secret entry, 
Quite from the garret to the pantry. 
In ev'ry comer, cupboaipd, nook, and shelf. 
And all concluded he had hang'd himself: 

At length they foypd him — 
Friends ! pn^y guess you where ? 

'Twill make 'you stare 

Perch'd on Rebe<?ca*s coffin athi^ rest^ 
Smokino; a pijpe of *' Wilson^ s Best.*'* ' 

WIIs0ii,Tobacc»)iii|4, ,'Jr^^V^t^0^t, S|, St4ipIiea*s,Norwicli. 
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WHEN THE SAIia CATCH tHE BREEZE. 

ffarri$0n. 

Whkv the tafls catch the breeze, and the aachor it 

weigh'd, 
To bear me from Anna, my beautiful maid, 
The top-mast ascending, I look for my dear, 
And sigh that her features imperfect appear ; 
Till aided by fancy her charms I still trace, 
And for me see the tears trickle down her pale fare ; 
While her handkerchief waving, solicits my view. 
And I hear her sweet lips sadly sigh out — ^adieu ! 

The pleasing delusion not long can prevail, 

H igher rise the proud waves, & more orisk Mows the gale. 

The gale that regards not the sighs that it bears. 

The proud waves, tftill unmov'd, tho* augmented by tears. 

Ah ! will ye not one single moment delay ? 

O, think from what rapture you bear me away : 

Then my eyes strain in vain my dear Anna to view. 

And a tear drops from each as I sigh out — adieu ! 

Yet some comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 
That I still see the land where I left her behind ; 
The land that gave birth to my Anna and me, 
Tho* lessening, my eyes beam with pleasure to see ! 
Tis the casket that holds all that's dear to my heart, 
Tis the haven where yet we shall meet ne'er to part, 
if the fates be propitious to lovers so true ; 
But if not — dearest Anna, a long^ — ^long adieu ! 



THE TOPSAILS SHIVER. 

The topsails shiver in the wind, 

The ship she casts to sea ; 
But yet my soul, my heart, my mind. 

Are, Mary, moord with thee; 
For tho' thy sailor'* bound afar, 

Still love shall be his guiding star. 

Should landsmen flatter when we're sail'd; 

O, doubt their artful tales : 
No gallant sailor ever fail'd. 

If lovfe breathed constant gales, 

u 
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Thou art the compsi^ of my soul, 

7 Which gteers my heart from pdeto pole. 

T%ese are the cares, but if yon're kind, 

We'll scorn the dashing main, 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 

Till we return again. 
Now England's glory rests with you, 

Our sails are full — sweet girls adieu I 



THE LOVELY DAY. 

The lovely day is closing, 
The quiet eve descending, 
And now from toil reposing. 
Beneath the sunset tree, 
•" Our village maids, my fairest. 
Their rural songs while blending. 
Entwine of sweets tbe rarest, 
The Bridal wreath for thee 
My own dear Rosalie. 

My humble home, to morrow. 
With me, my lov*d one, sharing. 
From every anxious sorrow. 
There shielded shalt thou be. 
And bless the favVing power. 
Our vows, our hearts endearing, 
That gave in happy hour. 
The Bridal wreath to thee 
My own dear Rosalie. 

STRANGER THOU ART COLD. 

Strattger, thou, art cold and weary, 
Rest thee by our warm fire side ; 

Night is coming, dark and dreary, 
Thou hast neither scrip nor guide. 

Weary Pilgrim, here repbse thee. 
From the keen and piercing air. 

Friendly portals now enclose fiiee, 
Slmre with «• our homely fero. 
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Pile tte crackling faggot higher, 

The warm wine-cup is smiling brigbti'. 

Welcome in thou wandering Friar 
From the chilly blasts of night. 

Now to Friendship fill the measure. 
Let us pledge it ere we part, ' ^ 

^is our dearest earthly treasure 

Tisthe solace of the heart. • 

Now rest the stranger, 
From care and danger > 

And BO — goodnight* 



THE GOLDEN TIME. . 

There was once a golden time. 
When the world was in its prime, 
When every day was holiday. 
And every month was lovely May ; 
Cwpid then was wont to go 
With his purple wings and bow,. /^ 

And ill the vale, aiwi in the grove, , y 

Ev'ry shepherd knelt to Love. 

But that time is gone and past^ 
Can the summer sdwiays last ? . 
And the youths are wi^er grown,. 
And the heart is turn'd to stone. 
And the maiden's rose may wither, 
Cupid's gone, no one knows whither. 

Oh ! then for that golden timej^.^^. 

Btlt aiiother Cupid's come 
_With a brow of care and gloom, 
Fixed (m the earthly mold ^ ' 

Thinking oa the, solid. gold, 
But lie bears the piiiions still, 
Flying at thestghtof ill. : . : ; >: '.V \ - 
O^! then foe thai gpldeii timf ^k^. 
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THE WOOD PECKER. 

i-KNEw by the smoke that so^ gracefuny cnrVd^ 
Above the green elms that a cottage was near ; 

And I said if there'^s peace to be found in the world. 
The heart that is humble might hope for it there. 

Every leaf was at rest, and I l^ard not a sound, 

But the wood-pecker tapping the hollow beach tree* 

And here in this lone little wood I exclaim'd, 
With a maid that is lovely to soul and to eye ; 

Who could blush when I prais'd and weep if 1 blam'd^ 
rtow blest could I live, and how calm could I die* 
Every leaf, &c. 

By the side of yon Sumack, whose red berry dim,. 

In the gush of the fountain how sweet to Feclinei 
And to know that I sigh'd upon innocent lips. 

Which ne*er had been sigh'd o&by any but mme* 
Every leaf, &c. 



THE PITYING FRIEND.^ 

W. H. S. B. 

' Havi; you seen the soil beam of the moon 'ere the ray» 

Of the sun have awakened the lark from repose ? 
Have you felt the sweet breath of the zephyr that plays 

Round the blossoming beam or the bud of the rose ? 
Oh ! soft as that beam is the glance of the eye. 

When pity a heart-soothing balm would extend. 
And sweet as the breath of that zephyr — ^the sigh 

Which bursts from the heart of a pitying friend. 

Have you seen the clear drop of the dew which the night 

Of rich summer oft sheds on the violet's soft bed ? 
Have you marked the proud glare of the diamood so 
bright 
That dims each rare gem on the jewel crown'd head ? 
^ Though pure is that drop, yet as pure and as dear 

Are the emblems of grief from the eyes that descend,. 
'' %£A richer by far^ thou than diamond— the tear 
Which blk o'er the cheek of a pitykig ftiaiML 



d by Google 



149 

Air. — " Oh no we never meation her." 

You think my heart is happy now, because Vm light ^uid 

gay, 
But I can never happy be while thou art far away ; 
I oflen call those blissful hours to mind, when thon 

didst say, 
" I e'er will be thy truest friend, when thou art faraway/* 
And then, I think how innocent, we clasp'd our hands 

to pray. 
And fix'd our hearts on joys above, on glories &r away. 
And then thou said'st, ** love if we part, till an eternal 

day, 
I'll press theeclos^ to my heart the further t]jM)u'rt away l** 

To tell the half, what then I felt, would be a vain essay — 
Enough — ^that what I 5aic?,— I feel, now thou art far 

away. 
Ajid should we never meet again, till years and titte 

decay, 
My constant prayers and thoughts shall be for one that's 

far away. 
May Providence thy actions guide, thy feet from going 

astray, 
His arm can shield thee better far, than mine that's &r 

away. 
And when thy earthly journey's done, (who kao^m how 

toon it may) 
May'st thou possess eternal joys in regions &r away ! 

f" 

Aad in that kingdom of delights, where angels, spirits 

stray. 
In bliss secure — oh thus may I, join one that's ht away. 
Thus shaking off like spirits pure, diia trail and earthly 

clay ; 
What bliss to meet^-^and part no more) the friend hoik 

lirawoy. 
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Then farewdl joys for eT^r flown, for me tbere i$ no ra|f 
Of hope, that I shall ever see the^ friend now far away ! 
And yet you think Im happy now, because Vm light 

and gay, 
Alas ! my heart, but sorrow knows while thou art far 

away. 

THE WIDOW. 

Bayly. 
1 CAUKOT love another, I cannot cast aside 
The dark weeds of a widow, for white robes of a bride ! 
I never more roary listen to Iove*s beguiling voice ; . 
The sad heart of the mourner can make no second choice. 

Oh ! offer nought but friendship, and I will be your 

friend ; 
Speak only of the lost one, and mark how I'll attend ; 
.His jKW^rai^ hangs above us-^dare not to breathe love's 

name, 
Those dark eyes, could I listen, would frown upon my 

shame. 

And see my child clings to me, and looks up in my face, 
He has no other parent, to fondle and embrace, 
Unconsciously hSs finger, my wedding ring hath prest, 
As if it were to chide me for smiling on my guest. 



riX MEET THE LOVE. 

Mrs, £. F. Smith. 

I'll meet thee. Love, in- the twilight hour. 
When the sun sinks into the coral cave ; 

I'll meet thee. Love, in the fairy bow'r. 

Ere rtioonlight floats o'er the western wave. 

And, dearest, there I'll fondly tell, — 

That my heart still owns thy magic spell* 

And by the shadowy light I'll view. 

That form're^^ete with ev'ry grace, 
(}aze on those eyes of heavenly blue, 

Gaze on that artless lovely fece — 
Agam&'SOftest accents tell,^^ 
My he^ still owns thy magic speU. 
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And when the ling^rftig day-beams fkde. 
And the lover's light steals o'er the grove, 

111 woo thee, roy sweet, my artless maid. 
Till thy heart shall beat responsive ^o love, 

ril woo thee till thy soft eyes tell — 

Thy heart now feels the magic spell. 

A WISH. 

MivE be a cot beside the hill, 
A bee-hive's hum shall sooth my ear ; 

A willing, brook, that turns a mill. 
With many a fall shall linge r nea 

The swallow, oft beneath the thatch, 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest. 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch, 
And share my meal, a welcome guests 

Around my ivy'd porch, shall spring. 

Each fragrant flow'r that drinks the dew ; 

And Lucy at her wheel, shall sing, 
With russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church, among the trees. 

Where first our marriage-vows were given. 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper-spire to heaven « 



ODE ON THE SABBATH. 

The orient orb of day, 

Eindts his golden ray ; 

Now peeping thro' the crimson'd cloud, 
i In toils behold the servile crowd ; 

Nor sound the laboring implements of art; 
JJ^ox din of traffic echoes tnro' themart,^— 

A peaceful silence dwells — 

Save where the deep-ton'd bells 

Announce th' appointed sermon-hour, 

Or chiming in the lofty tow'r, 

Whilst, in the dome beneath, 
_ The Sabbath-hymn majestic oigan's bfje^tla. 

Not Britain's feats m arms, 

Hot lover's fancied charmsi 
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Nor leam^) toih^ to smg be ihine. 
Nor festive joys nor madd'nmg wine, 
The sacred day to sacred song be riven- 
Then praise^ ye trembling strings, Ae God of heav'iu 



THE SWEET LITTLE SHAMROCK. 

There's a dear little plant that grows in our Isle, 

Twas St. Patrick himself, sure, that set it, 
And the sun on his labour with pleasure did smile, 

And with dews from his eyes often wet it. 
It thrives thro' the bog, thro' the brook, thro* the 

mire^land. 
And he call'd it the dear little Shamrock of Ireland, 
The sweet little Shamrock, 
The dear little Shamrock, 
The sweet little, green little Shamrock of Ireland. 

This dear little plant still grows in our land 

Fair and fresh as the daughters of Erin, 
. Whose smiles can bewitch, whose eyes can command, 

In each climate that each shall appear in» 
And shine thro* the bog, thro* the brook, thro* the 

mire-land. 
Just like their own little Shamrock of Ireland. 

The sweet little Shamrock, &C:. 

This dear litde plant that springs from onr soil. 

Where its three little leaves are extended. 
Denotes from one stalk we together shall toil. 

And ourselves by ourselves be befriended. 
And still thro' the bog, thro' the brook, thro' the 

mire-land, 
From one root we should branch like the Shamrock of 
Ireland. 

TUbe sweet little Shamrock, &c. 



AWAY WITH MELANCHOLY, 

^ A DUET. 

Away with melanchpjy. 
Nor doleful changes ring. 

On life and human folly. 

But merry let uji «iiig.— Ful h* 
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, When time is on the wfegp 
Cgga we prerent its flying ? , 
Then merrily let us' sing— ^Fal la. 

Come on ye rosy hours, 

Gay smiling moments bring, 
Weil strew the path with flowers, ' -. , 

And merrily merrily sing — ^Fal la, ^ 

NORWICH A PORT. J. M. 

Air — ** Our Country is our ship." 
Old Norwich is our Ship d*ye see, 

A gallant vessel too, 
And of his fortune proud be he 

Who's of Norvicurris crew : 
E^eih man whatever his station be, 

When duty's call commands, 
Shall take his stand — and lend a hand, 

As our City's Cause demand. 

Shall take, &c. 

Amongst ourselves sometimes 'tis true. 

We quarrel, make a rout, 
And having nothing else to do, 

We fairly scold it out ; 
But once a Sea Port * in our view, 

Shake hands — ^we all are friends. 
Then on the detk, until a wreck, 

Each our City's Cause defends. 

Then on the deck, ^c- 

Our enemies in Parliament 

Deff^ated were at last, 
Aiul when thfir Lordstiips said " Content,''* ' 

Tliey stood like men aghast : 
Tlien let us praise King George the Fourth^' 
Who gave the last decree, 
■ ^ We've lost all fears- then give three cheers 
For Lowestoft on the Sea, 

We've lost all fears, Ac 

Tlie Flap of making' Npryiirh a Port was first 8nbinirt«4 to " 
tbc Corporalion by iMlaie Alcle^nndfiCr^y Bfowii, H»q., {iim 
Orijiinatprof>liemea!Vire)on,lhje3rdof,May»4bl4. TJic^oia^ ^ 
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' Our Lock and Bndge are made. 
And by the aid of skill and power^ 

Our ships will sail and trade : 
The Lady of ^e Lake* must yield 

To NeptQne*s fond embrace ; 
Th^ir union soon will prove a shield 
. . To save a hardy race. 

Their union soon, &c. 



WE MAY ROAM THRO' THIS WORLD. 

T, Moore. 

We may roam thro* this world like a child at a feast. 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest, 
And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east, 

Wc may orderour wings, and be off to the west; 
But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile, 

Are the dearest gifts that heaven supplies, 
We never need leave our own Green Isle, 

For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crowned, [roam, 

Thro* this world whether eastward or westward you 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

O ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In England, the garden of Beauty is kept 

By a Dragon of Prudery, plac'd within call; .,^, 
But so oft this unamitiblp CNragon has slept, ' "^^ 

That the garden s but cai^leesly watch'dy after all. 
. Oh ! they ¥C8£Bt thefwild /^weet-briery fence. 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells. 
Which warns the touch while winning the seiise, 

Nor charm us least wh^n it most repels. 
Then remember wherever your goblet is crowned, [roam. 

Thro' this yfOj:\d whether eastward or westward you 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In France when the heart of a woman set sail. 
On, the oeean of wedlock its fortune to try. 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail. 
But just pilots her off, then bid her good bye I . 

* Lake Lotliing, which when nnited with the sea at Lowestoftt 
wW h s e oa t •» iceiieot Hartbonr of B^hge for Mtkhanlwlpti 
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Ever smiling beside his faithful oar;\ . ^ 
Thro' billow* 0f w6e tnd beams of joy, , 

The same as he look'd when he left the shore. , 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, [roam, 

Thro* this world whether eastward or westward you 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes rOund, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 



DEATH OR LIBERTY. 

While happy in my native land, 

I boast my country's charter, 
ril never basely lend my hand, 

Her libertiea to barter. 
The noble mind is not at all 

By poverty degraded ; 
'TIS guilt alone can make us fall, 

And well I am persuaded, 
Each free-born Briton's song should be, 

" Oh give me dtath or liberty/* 

Tho' small the powV which fortune grants. 

And few the gifts she sends us ; 
The lordly hireling often wants " ' 

That freedom which defends us. 
By law secured from lawless strife. 

Our house is our castcllum : 
Thus blessed with all that's dear in life, 

For lucre shall we sell them ? 
No ! — ev'ry Briton's song shall be, 

** Oh give me death or liberty." 



DEAR LIBERTY. 

How often will proud mem'ry trace, 

When I, the. last .of Calmar's race, 

Inheriting my native land, 

Beheld enslaved a hapless band ; 

Who slow and sullen bent their stubborn kneq> 

And sigh*d for heaven's best boon, dear Liberty ! * 

'^Oppression's son's," I cried, " you're free ; 
I come to give you liberty^'^ 
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AwbO^ $iiWi> tWe^ hope mi fbaf, ^ •'■' 
Dubious the silent crowd appear, 
Then shouts of joy proclaim, <* We're ftee, 
Hail sweetest boon of Hear'n,. dear Liberty /*" 

Thus freedom, with heroic fire, 
Can e'en degenerate minds inspire ; 
, Science her glorious call attends. 
Valour her darling son defends ; 
Freedom by force o'ercome shall never be : 
Hail sweetest boon of Heav'n, dear Liberty ! 



ENGLAND FOR EVER— THE LAND BOYS , 
WE LIVE IN. 

Since our foes to invade us have long^ been preparing, 
Th clear they consider we've something worth sharing. 

And for that mean to visit our shore : 
It behoves us, however, with spirit to meet 'em^ 
And though 'twill be nothing uncommon to beat 'em. 

We wifl try how they'll take it once more. 
So fill,.fill your glasses ; be this the toast given,. 
Here's England for ever — the land boys, we live in. 

Here's a health to our tars on the wide ocean ranging. 
Perhaps even now some broadsides are exchanging, 

We'll on shipboard and join in the fight ; 
And when with the foe we are firmly engaging, 
rriil the fireot our guns luUs the sea in its raging, 

On our country well think with delight. 

So fill, fiU, &c. 

On that throne where once Alfred in glory was seated. 
Long, long may our King by his people be greeted, 

Oh ! to guard him we'll be of one mind : 
May Religion, Law, Order be strictly defended. 
And continue the blessings they first were intended^ 

In union the nation to bind. 

SofiU,fiU,^ 
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Go patter to lubbers and swabs, d'ye sec, . '* 

'Bout danger, and fear, and the like ; ... 

A tight wateNboat and ^ood sea room give ihe, 

And it an*t to a little I'll strike ; 
Though the tempest, top-gallant-masts smack Smooth 
should smite. 

And shiver each splinter of wood, [tigbt. 

Clear the wreck, stow the yards, and bonze every thio^ 

And under reef-foresail we'll scud : t 

Avast, nor don't think me a milksop so soft, 

To be taken for trifles aback ; 
For, they say, there's a Providence sits up aloft, 

To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 

Why, I heard our good chaplain palaver, one day, 

Alx)ut souls, heaven, mercy, and such ; 
And, my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and belay. 

Why, 'twas just all as one as high Dutch ! 
But he said how a sparrow can't founder, d'ye see. 

Without orders that come down below ; 
And many fine things, that proved clearly to me 

That Providente takes us in tow ; 
For, says he, do you mind me, let storms e'er so 6ft 

Take the top-sails of sailors aback. 
There's a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft. 

To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 

I said to our Poll, for, you see, she would cry. 

When last we weighed anchor for sea. 
What argufies snivelling and piping your eye. 

Why, what a young fool you must be ! 
Can't you see, the world's wide, and there's room for 
us all. 

Both for seamen and lubbers a-shore ; 
And if to Old Davy I should go, my dear Poll, 

Why you never will hear of me more : 
What then, all's a hazard, — come, don't be so soft, 

Perhaps I may, laughing, come back ; 
For, d'ye see, there's a cherub sits skmllng aloft. 

To keep watch for ibe life of poor JiKk. 
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AH^s^o»fe as a piece of his ship ; 
And with her brare the world, without offering to flinch, 

From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 
As for me, in all weathers,. all times, sides, and ends, 

Nought's a trouble from duty that springs ; 
For niT heart is my Polls, and my rhmo's my friend's. 

Ana, as for my life, 'tis my king's. 
Even when my time comes, ne'er believe me so soft 

As for grief to be taken aback ; 
That same little cherub, that sits np aloft. 

Will look out a good birth for poor Jack. 



THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

T. Moore. 

Tis the last rose of summer 

Left blooming alone. 
All her lovely companions 

Are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred, 

No rose-bud is nigh. 
To reflect back her blushes 
Or give sigh for" sigh. 

ril not leave thee, thou lone one, 

To pine on the stem, 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go sleep thou with them : 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed 
Where thy mates of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may I follow. 

When friendship's decay, « 

And from Love's shining circle 

The gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie withered. 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh \ who would inhabit 

TkbbltalL world Alone?' % > V ' 
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THE LX^T XEAP of ' SUMMER. 

LordAsht&wn. '^ 

Poor last leaf of summer ! though changed and fbrl<>ni# 
Yet unwilling to part you still clinii:s to the bough— 

The bough that sustained you in spring:'s early morn, ^ 
And summer's bright day, cannot shelter you now. 

Like thine the condition of man's feeble race is, 
A moment we flourish then fail I to decay ; 

Yet the world we still cling to with eager embracM, 
Reluctant to leave it, unable to stay. 

What 8 life but a journey where danj^ers surround usy; 

Our friends fall bdbre us, our joys quickly fly ; 
Tho* the path may be slrew'd with some fresh, flower$^ 
round us, 

Like the last leaf of summer we wither and die. 

Then wherefore repine at what Heaven has denied us*— 
Why sorrow in vain for the friends that are gone I '. 

Let us cuU the few flowers still blooming beside us, 
And submit to the fate that must soon be our own« 



THE YOUNG MATRON. 

Mrs. WiUm. 

How beautiful she looked I as o'er her child. 
The youthful Matron beBt with tender care I 

While the unoonscipus Gfaerab^s features si9il*4 t 
Reflecting back, his mother's graces thefei 
How beautiful 8he'took'd,kKvi^*morethaa earthly fair 

How beautiful she look'd ! her pensive eye, 
Watching unwearied, o'er her sleeper's form.! 

While, on its jetty fringe, did ligKtly lie 
A gem-like drop; — aflections tribute warm. 
Bearing no stain of earth its brightness to defomu 

How more than beautiful, does beauty seem! 

What holier garb can wonan's graces wear }, j ' 
Not Eve, whehr bending o'er her mirror stieiu^ t A 

In native innocfence. could lookmoie^Cur^ > 5 cjc^ure 1 

llmtheVMlf iJlifatr^ 
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CnSHlAMACHSXa ^.., 

Ckarles PUl^. 



Dear Erm, bow sweetly thy green bosoai qb 

An emerald set in the ring of the sea. 
Each Made of thy meadows my faithful heart priseSy 

Thoa queen of the west, the world's Cnsblamaehiee ! 

Thy gates open wide to the poor and the-strai^r ; 

Tl^re smiles hospitality, hearty and free ; 
Thy friendsliip is seen in the moment of danger. 

And the wanderer is welcomed with Gushlamachree* 

Thy sons they are brave ; bnt, the battle once over. 
In brotherly peace with their foes they agree. 

And the roseate cheeks of thy daughters discover 
The soul-speaking blush that says Gushlamachree. 

Then, flourish for ever, my dear native Erin, 
" WhSe sadly I wander, an exile from thee. 
And, firm as thy mountains, no injury fearing. 
May Heaven defend its own Gushlamachree. 



THE LAST WORDS OF MARMION. 

SurWcUter Scott. 

The war, that for a space did fail 

Now, trebly-thundering, sw^elled the gale; 

• And " Stanley" was the cry : 
A )i^ht on Marmion's visage spread^ 

Andfii^d ais glazing eye : 
/^tlTith dying hand aboyJB his head, . .. ;i 

He shook the firagment of his blade, 
T ,, And shouted " Victory !.'' 
^ Charge, Chester, charge ! on, Stanley, on ! **• 

We?e the last words ot Marmion. 



!, TO ENGLAND. 

^b Trade akme-ithy wealth snppUef^ ,'/i 

Aiid'd«ideB£un(^Ve)»vioUiey«SF; . .o/t tt/ 
! vrrtlBeCoaitiefoe then; thjr great d^s^ii / , ^ 
■ri>lnIjBiri3)ylUlKraua4>aUd^^ sdi tmdT 
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THB-KEBPSAKE, ♦ 

Mrs. Knight. 

On ! knowest thou, why to distance driven 

When friend^ip weeps the parting hour, 
The simplest gift, that moment given, 

LonCy long retains a magic power ? 
Still when it meets the musing view. 

Can "half the theft of time retrieve. 
The scenes of former bliss renew 

And bid each dear idea live. 

It boots 4iot if the pencil'd rose, 

Or sever'd ringlet meets the eye, 
'Or India's -sparkling gems inclose 

The talisman of sympathy. 
^* Keep it — ^yes, keep it, for my sake," 

On Fancy's ear, still peals the sound, 
Nor time the potent charm can break, 

jNot loose the spell by nature bound. 



HEAVING THE LEAa 

Pearce, 

PoR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Onr gallant ship up channel steered. 

And scudding under easy sail. 
The high blue western land appeared. 

To heave the lead the seaman sprung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sung, 

" By the deep— Nine ! " 

And bearing up to gain the port. 
Borne well-known object kept in view — 

An abbey-tow'r, an harbour-fort. 
Or beacon, to tbe vessel true : 

While oft' the lead the seaman flung^ 

And to the pilot cheerly sung, 

" By the mark— Seven ! ** 

And as the much-lov'd shore we near, 
With transports we behold the roof 

Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Of j^th aild truth a matchl^ proofs! 

V 
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The lead oi^ more die seamap flvoijg;. 
And to the watchful pilot Biin|, 
'* Quarter-les8— Five V' 



<# , 



NdwtoherbiiththeehiptktWBnigli, ^ 
With ikekenVl sasl^ie fedi the tide * 

'^Stand clear the cable P ia^crjr-^ 
The anchor's goae, we m/kiif rkk. 

The watch is set, and thro' the night. 

We hear the seaman with dcAi^, 
" Proclaim — All's well/* 



DARK WAS THE MOHT. 

RBCITATIOK. 

Dark was the night, and loud the wand-atonn faovIM, 

Around, above, the vivid lightning ^&re$ 
The thunder's awful noise imceastog ml'd. 

In dreadfnl peals along the troubled air ! 
When Arthur, silent and without delay. 

Across the stair-case landing's dangerous gloom 
Seiz'd on the massy door — ^that straight gave way 

And enter'd slow the horror-breathiog room, 
Trembling, with dumb amaaement now he trod 

While hope and fear his breast alternate swayM, 
He reached where full well he knew there stood 

A table dimly gleaming in the .^ade — 
He felt— but utter'd with — ^terrific fear-— 

*' Plague take the Tinder Box it is not hefd** 
He sigh'd — ^his heart beat — fit to fmlit it, 

And with a shriek, ejsdaim'd — " Idptf* I mmy getit/' 



NAPOLEONS FAREWEUL 

Lard B^rof^ • 

Farewell to the knd, where the gloom of aoq^tglory, * 

Arose and o'ershadow'd the earth with jny amine— 
She abandons me now, — ^but the page of her story, ;' 

The brightest or blackest, is ^U*d with my £une. 
I have warred with the world, which vanquished me onl^ 

When the meteor of conquest alhn^ me too fi»r; 
I have coped with the nations whidi 4read me thus 
lonely, 

The last smgle o«^e to milUons in war. 
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VmewAX ttrAee, France I when thy diadem <^wnM me, 

I made thee a gem cad the wonder of earth, — 
But U^ weakiieii decrees I should leave as I found thee, 

Decay*d ill thy glory^ and «unk in thy worth. 
Oh ! for tk« veteran hearts that were wasted 

In strife wt^ the stomn when their battles were won,. 
Then the eagle, whose gaze in that moment was blasted. 

Had still soared with eyes ^*d on victory's sun ! 
Farewell to thee, France I but when liberty rallies 

Once more in thy Teg^ns, remember me then — 
The violet still grows in the depth of thy vallies ; 

Tho' withered, — thy tears will unfold it again — 
Tet, yet, I may baffle the hosts that surround us, 

A|id yet may thy heart leap awake to my yoic&» 
There are links which must break in the chain that 
hath bound us. 

Then turn thee,, and call on the chief of thy choice^ 

NFER TROUBLE THYSELF. 

A GLEE. Lock^ 1673. 

Ne'er trouble thyself with the times nor their turning, 
Afiecticm's run circular and wheel abmit, 

Away with thy murmuring, and thy heart burning. 
With the juice of the grape we'l quench the fire out, * 

Ne'er chain nor imprison thy soul up in sorrow. 

What fails us to day, may befriend us to morrow.. 



ANGEL OF LIFE. 

EBCITATIVE. 

' Axott O^ife f thy glittering wings explore 
Eaith'r loneliest bounds, and ocean's wildest shore. 
Lot to die wikitry winds the pilot yields 
His bark eafeetiag o^er un^ttnom*d fields : 
Now (HI Atlantic waves he rides afar, 
Where A^esf^ giant of the western star. 
With meteor standard to the winds unfurl'd, 
Look# fyotsk his^ thraie of clouds o'er half the world. 

AIR. 

Poor child 'of dinger, nursling of the storm, 
Sad « ttte^ ifoiii» that wreck thy manly form ; 
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Racks, craves, «iid i«tnd« the slmttef^d baifcMajrv' 
Th^rheart is sad« thy hone is far aivay ; 
Yet Hope can here her moonlight vigils keep» 
And sing to charm the spirit of the deep* 



SWEET GRATITUDE. 

The waves shall cease to flow,. 

Or on the beach intrude : 
The wind shall cease to blow, 

The ocean to be rude. 
Ere I forget ; ah ! can I ? No ! 

The bond of Gratitude ? 
Sweet Gratitude ! sweet Gratitudt? r 
The bond, the bond, of Gratitude I 
Sweet Gratitude t 

Time's sand shall cease to ge,. 

False pleasure to delude ; 
Or youthful hearts be slow. 

To love when fondly woo'd ; 
Ere I forget, ah ! can I? no ! 

Ihe bond of Gratitude ! 

Sweet Gratitude ! &c. 



THE COMPANIONS. 

With thy step in the stirrup, one cup of bright wine^ 

Well drink the success of thy sabre and mine: 

When as boys we took down the bright arms from the 

wall, 
And rushed,^ in mock combat, around the old hall. 
We long'd in true warfare the weapons to wield : 
— Now the foe is before us, and yonder the field. : 

We'll onward together, thy steed beside mine, 

Our blow be as one when we rush on the line ; 

Should one fall, one only, the other will try 

A step for his vengeance, another to die- - 

On the neck of the fallen yield up his last breadi^ 

And the vow of their boyhood be cancelled by death* 

But rather this evening as victor's well ride 

0*er the field of our conquest, the place ofovrpride^ 
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Tis the glory of either wkat each may have done. 
Now on for the harvest thai darkens ympkin/ 
We come back ux honour, or come not again* 



DROWN IT IN THE BOWL. 

The glasses'sparkle on the board, 

The wine is ruby bright. 
The reign of pleasure is restor'd, 

Of ease and fond delight. 
The day is gone, the night's our own. 

Then let us feast the'soul ; 
If any pain or care remain. 

Why drown it in the bowl. 

This world, they say's a world of woe. 

But that I do deny ; 
Can sorrow from the goblet flow ? — 

Or pain from beauty's eye ? 
The wise are fools, with all their rules, 

When they would joys controul ; 
If life's a pain, I say again, 

Let's drown it in the bowl. 

That time flies fast the poet sings ; 

Then surely it is wise. 
In rq^y wine to dip his wings. 

And seize him as he flies. 
Tliis night is ours ! then strew with flowers 

The moments as they roll ; 
If any pain or care remain. 

Why drown it in the bowl. 



I LOV'D THE MAID FOR LOVING ME. 

I DID not love her for her face, 
I did not love her for her grace, 
Tho' all must own that she is fair. 
And wears a most bewitching air. 
I did not love her for her form, 
Tho' she a Stoic's heart might warm — 
Ah ! no, if told the truth must be, 
I lov'd the maid for loving me. 
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1S«« iiot li«r wHinii^'d ray kM 
Tbo' aD wAo hmat heir mnuAMfftmt t 
Twas not bin i^itdes aU 80 rare, 
Foit die ii good ai ahe ift finr : 
TVas neither beauty, wealth, nor birth. 
But charms, I own^ of magic vorth ; 
Ah f no— if told the truth muat be, 
I lov'd the mdd foft lovinf m#. 



SHE WALKiS W BEAUTY. 

Lord Bywn. 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless i^limes And starry skies; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
MeetA in h^r aspect and hef eves : 

Thus mellowM to that ttttid^f %nt 
Which H^ateii tb gattdy day deiifes. 

One shade the more, one ray the less. 
Had half impair*d tlie nameless grace 

Which w^ves m every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o*er her face \ 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure^how dear mei^ dwelling pteca 

And on that cheek, and o*er that broW, 

So soft, so cftltti, so eloquent. 
The smiles that wlb, UM tints that glow, 

But tell of days vH goodnei^ spent ; 
A mindy at pea<^e With all below, 

A heart f whosid loviS is in^ceni f 



OTAY TRAVELLER, 

Stay traveller, tarry here to-night. 
The rain yet beats, the vnnd is loud. 

The moon, too, has vrithdrawn her light. 
And g6ne to sleep behind a cloud. 

IHs seven long; miles scro§B the moor, 
And should you ohanoe to go astray^ 

You'U meet^ t fear^ no friendly door» 
Nor soul to tell the ready way* 
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Come, dearest Kate, oujr m^'|)repftr6; ^" 
This stranger shaU partakecvr best ;; ^ 

A cake aod rasker be fais flue. 
With ale that makes the wearj Uest 

Approadi the hearth, them take f place. 
Ami, tSl the hour of east dnuR/s ai^, 

Of Robin Hood, and Che?Y Chaoe 
W«11 snigt— Iheii to onr poJlets Ue, 

Had I the means Vd use you w^!|^ 
Tis little I h^ve got to bo4^ ; 

Tet, should you of ws cottage U^, 
Say* Hal, the WoodAiao, was yon^ l^ogsi, 



MSB GENTUa MOON, 

Day has gomt desm 4m the Baltic's J)co«d biHosr* 
Ey'niD^ has (ngh*d her last to the lome ^iUow, 
Night hurries on, earth and ocean to cover ; 
Rise gende moon, and light me to my lover. 

Twas by tiiy beasn tie first stde forth to woo me^ 
Brighter since than hast thou ever seem'd to me ; 
Let the wild waves still, the red sun rdl over, 
Thine is the Ught, of aU tights^ ito ft jliover^ 



THE BAILOR. 

The Sailor sighs as si^ks Ms aiative jhon^ 
As all its lessctning tusrets Uuely Aide ; 

He climbs the mast to feast Ins eyesonce motBf 
And busy fancy Jfondly lends her ajd* 

Ah 1 now, each dear, domestic 9fxa0hejat^, 
Recalled a^d joherUhpri ia jiioBaigp ^jOWBfty . . 

Charms with thesoagic ofii mooidiglit view^; 
Its colours meUmrld^ not impaired, by 1 ' 



True as the needle^ homeward points hia hey9j;t 
Thro' all the horrprs of l))^ stormy mm^l 

This, the last wish that would wilfh life^ 4epf|rt^ . 
To meet the smile of her hie loves isgain. 
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When Mom fini hitj^y drawB lier silver tinft. 
Or Eve*8.g;ttiy cloud descends to driuk the wave ; 

When sea and sky in midnight darkness join, 
Stilly still he views the parting look she gave. 

Her gentle spirit, lightly hovering o'er, 
Attepds his little bark from pole to pole ; 

And when the beating biUowa round him x6en. 
Whispers sweet hope to sooth his tioubled soul. 

Carved is her name in many a spicy grove, 
In many a plaintain -forest, waving wide ; 

Where dusky youths in painted plumage rove, 
And giant palms o'er-arch the golden iidb. 

But lo ! at last he comes with Crowded sail i 
Lo! o'er the cliff what eager figuresrbendl 

And hark ! what mingled murmurs swell the ^le I 
In each he hears the welcome of a friend : . 

— ^^sshe, 'tis she herself! she waves her hand ! 

Soon is the anchor cast, the canvass furled ; 
Socm ^flxmgh the whitening surge he springs to land, 

And clasps the maid he singled from the world. 



MAHY OF THE LOWLY COT. 

The lark melodions sung above, 

Each mead diffused a ^grance round ; 
When on the bprd^« of a grove 

An humble thatch'd-roof cot I found. 
Its ruraLJiweetsI did descry ; 

And as I gaz*d around tiie spot, 
A beauteous damsel caught my eye, 

TVas Mary of the lowly Cot. 

This &ym|^h irkh pleasure I surveyed, 

A pfeasiBg.pain assail'd my heart; 
And what 1 felt for that dear maid 

I ne'er by language can impart. 
So fescinated I became, 

I could not leave the rural spot. 
Till I had told my ardent flame, 

To Mary of the lowly Cot. 
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Froft Mj toi <fey I aidi l^ofattt. 

My heart was fii'd on h^ alon^y 
Aad soon her d«dc Une syai ccnaihst^ 

A passion holy as ny oiwb« 
At length she gave coiis«rtr towed 

I blest the hour I ssw iknt 8|]k)t^» 
And to the church nestt morn 1 led 

Sweet Mary of the lo#ly Cot? 

. . Additional verse, iy J. S* WeUs* 

For many a y«i«r wef'Te Hv^d in Uia, 

Our m}M mAtSd ttte hi ofie, 
Our cUiUbte& share wtth u^ tber kisa 

At rising and at Settfaig sim : 
We tread the paths of rural love. 

And fksppy d^eil upon thatiqM»t, 
Where first to win her heart I atrove. 

Sweet Mary of Ae lowly Cot. 



SMILE AGAIN MT BOlfinE IMgCt 

SuiLt agam my (M>nnie lassie, 

La^ie smile* again, 
Frithee do not frown sweet lassie, 

Fof it gives me pain; 
If to lore thee meet sineerely. 

Be a faidt m me, 
Thus lo use me so seiroely. 

Is not kind tn theef 

Then smaeigini, 4»» 

l^are thee well my t)onnie lassie,. 

Lassie fare thee well ; 
Time wili shew thee bonnie lassie, - 

More than tongue can tell, 
Tho' we are doom'd by fitte to sever, 

(And *tis hard to part,) 
Sfin believe me thou shalt ever, 

Ow» my faithful heart, 

tlien smile Again, <ftt^ 
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Afl AlfNIVEBSA?lT Qimw 

ORIGINAL^ t?.<? 

Tia cicolipg yftarthatfMMes^ 

Convenes us onee amn ; 
Festi^ty crowns her glasseSy 

And Wds a joyous reign* 
Then fill to ** our lasting union,** 

To " owf Bishop," to " our Priests," 
Tp ** all our faith's communion/' 
• to** thfe Stewards of our feaste." 
A glass to ^* each absent member, 

To " our Wfives and sweethearts truey**" 
And f ', here> may we ne^ct December, 

This jovial sceuie renew.'^ 

A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

/. Air,r^'* Derry dowti,*' 

A Happy new year to all good friends I pray. 
May their pockets beJiill and ^leir spirits be gay^ 
May they jest round the fire that so cheerfully bums, 
And4iT9 ^ ^enjoy^*' Many happy returns. 

A happy new year.and succession of years, 
To the King, and the Parliament, Commons, and Peers; 
To our rulers let's 4;rust all the nation's concerns. 
And we hope* fey their :^al — " 14 any happy returns.** 

A happy new year to the far dtstaiit brave. 
Who combats th*e foeman, pr bafibs the wave ; 
For each in his homer th^rV s a ^eart that still bums, 
God send them, and soon — '* Many happy returns." 

A happy neW ycier to all good -kind of folks. 
Health, wealth, and prosperity, frolics anid jo^es : 
So God bless you all — and in all your concerns, 
God send you a great — ** Many happy returns." 



MANY A HAPPY YEAR. 

B^ a Lady. 

Amano gude cheer we hail the year, 

Surrounded by ilk fiiend, 
Tiiis social glee so 'witches me, 

I wish it ne'er-wad end. 
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Then hisre^^ ^beillth to iil^a flrieiiil 

Wha canna join us here, 
And m$j wclive the toast td gite^ ^ 

Thro' mzxkf a h$ffj year. ' * 

What tho' the laK aiild year bii^past 

like kher checkered years, 
Its joys we'll mind, but leave belund. 

Its sorrows and its tears. 

Then here's a hc^Mi, &c. 

Hie sunny smiles o* life beguiles. 

The freezing frowns o' care, 
Like winter's snaw they'll ^neltawa^ 
While friendship's charms we spare. 

Then here's, a health, Ste* 

A bumper glass this toast maun pass, 

A toast a' hearts will feel, 
May this year bring our honour'd Kin^ 

A' that this world can yiel' 

Then hert's a health to Our lov^i Kiag « 
And a' to him that's^ear. 

And may we live this toast to-gtv^i . 
11ux>' many a happy year. 



QUIN AND FOOTE. 

As Quin and Foote 

One day walk*d out,, 
To vietr the country round. 

In merry mood. 

They chatting stood. 
Hard by the village pound, 

Foote from his poke 

A shilling took. 
And said — " I'll bet a penny. 

In a short space 

Within this place, 
ra make this pieoe ^ ( 
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Withhi tb« pounds 
Thf dilliiig Boon was duMni t 

** The thing's made out, 
S^ tJUre if 0i# j^oimT <me IV 

*f J wonder pot ** 
' Says Q^i^, « th^j; thought 
S^u]9 &i youy bead be found : 
Since that's the way 
Yo^r debts you pftyrrr 
A SKiUivi^ ip th§ I'ftvM !" 



DVk.T IV THE MOUNTAINEERS. 

Ut Voice. iFaUpt and weaHlv ^e^iiy^wom traveller, 
Plods nnehearify afraid to stOf^, 

Itnd Voicei WandeHng drearily and i^ad unr^yisirer, 
Of the maies to the mountain*s top. 

l$t Foic^j DotohtiJig, fewtagi wWte bla «§Urse he's 

^nd Voice. > - Oottages appeaFing a* he*^ nig;li to drop. 
1st Yoiice* Oh ! howbrislcly then the way-worn traveller 
Treads the mazes to theroountiins top. 

Both* Oh \ how briskly then the way-worn traveller 
Tread^lto in^^eatQthetQOwitains top. 

let Voice.. Tho* so mel^nchQlv day ha^ past by, . 

'Twould b^ ^ folly ^ov to ttl^ik on't more. 

2nd Voice. Blythe %sA j<4)y li^ th§ c^ia bpld fast by, 
As he's sitting gttiba (Softtfetrd's door. 

1^/ V<nce. Eating, quaffing, at past labours laughing, 

2iMf Voice. Bettdr far by ha)f in spirits than before. 

\$t Voke^ Ohl how merry th^ the re»t^ traveller 
Seeios wbtl^^ttipg at th^ Qp^fird'sdoor. 

Both. Oh f how merry thc^n the rested traveller ^ 
Seems whilaaittipg at the Goatherd's door. 



d by Google 



MY OLD EMPT¥ iHIHM. 

iltr-*^ Tta liwt ShlUmg," 

As pensive one mom by the road-side I nt. 

My old empty purse was before mfu 
I said, ** My companion, thouVt slighted of late ; 

But if fill d, how the world would adore thee T 
Whether fa^cy or ma^ie 'twas play*d me a fi^s^t 

It appear*d to be older and worse : 
Said, instantly speaking, or seeming to speaks 

*• Pay attention to me your old Purse. * 

" For many a year we have travelled along. 

Brighter days on our prospects have shontteo ; 
We have passM many hours with pleasure and sone. 

Now *ve elder and poorer are grown too. [boam. 
We have opened our kearts, when joy crown'4 the 

Have wished well to all through life's coime, 
Good wishes to all you still can afiford 

Though no aid from your old empty Purse.'' 

** How oft, when the needy and hungry ^ppeal^ 

Their cravings I wish to relieve too ! 
How 1 start to assist! but what anguish I feel. 

When T am empty f Oh ! that makes you grieve too t 
But my master let's cheer up, let's hope timet wil 
mend, 

We both kno^ they need not be worse. 
Let us hope, through the means of some kind<-b^^Wte4 
friend, 

You'll replenish again your old Purse.*^ 

"But old master, when often times you draw me Qitty 

And turn me about with a sigh too, 
I wish from my heart at that moment (dont donbt^) 

i could wipe the sad tear from your eye too : 
So come let us hope, as we journey throug;b 1ifc> 

To find better days, 'stead of worse ; 
May. fortune yet smile on you, children, ainlwilb^ -, 

Atfd {-evisit with cash your old Piirse.*' 
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FORGET H^vWQT, MX «>m^? *IAID, 

V.iCjAf wealth or friends thj heart incline 

To scorn my Jiumble lot ? 
And can thy promise to bd mine . 

Be e'er forgot ? 
If pity in thy h<»om dwell. 
My fears — my gentle fears dispel. 

Foi^t rae not ! 
My Hfe would waste in grief, sweet maid, 
As wo«inded flowret^s droop and fade, 

Forget me not ! 
Foi^t me not, my lovely mwd ! 

How oft to meet thee, ih the grove, 

Atev6 I*ve left my cot, 
When ev'ry word and look was love — 
> And ev'ry thought ! 
, Thou, bads*t me thy fond vows believe, ^ 
iAnd canst thou now my vows deceive ? 

Deceive me not I 
But think upon thy vows, sweet maid, 
Wh^n in the grove, at eve, we strayed ; 

Deceive me not ! 
Deceive tae nk>t, my lovely maid. 



-REKteMBER M^ WHEN FAR AWAY. 

RiSMfiiiB&R me when far away, 

I journey through the world's wide waste. 
Remember me Bt early day, 
'^ Or when the ev'ningehadows haste. 
When high the pensive moon appears, 
And night, widi ill her starry train. 
Gives rest to human hopes and fears, 
*1R!eiiiiBfaaber I alone complain. 

Remember me whene'er you sigh. 

Be it at inidnight's silent hour ; 
Rem^ppi»er me,, and think that I 

Return thy sigh and feel its pow'r. 
Whene'er you. think on those away. 

Or when you bend the pious knee. 
Or when your thoughts to pleasures btray, 

O then, dear maid, remember me. 
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tHE VHXAGB PARSON. 

Air — >* Derry down." . Lambert. 

At a feast in the country, one harvest, 'tis said, 
Where the harvest-men frolic, drink, dance, and arefed. 
The fanner lov'd mirth — had gro<wn rich by his tSlage, 
At this yearly feast he regal*d half the village. 

There werd other good things besides pudding and meat. 
For he'd crabs, some salt fish, ven'son pie and pigs* feet, 
Tlie cheeks of an ox, and fryM tripe formed a dish. 
Shrimps, oysters, and skate, besides other choice fish. 

The poor village parson, whose income was small. 
He was old, almost blind, and his head was quite bald ; 
At this feast when he*d din'd, to the parlour he went^ 
Where he and the fanner drank with heart* content. 

At the close of the day, which was merry, tho* harmless^ 
The harvest-men circl d, and halloo*d" a largess ;** 
The parson at the window join'd with all the men, 
Bawling loud ** my brave boys, come, let's halloo again.'* 

Here the honest old man, taking leave of the host. 
Gave his blessing to all, and tl^ King in a toast ; 
But he could not walk home, so they saddled the mare. 
When he soon amv'd safe, but fell down in bn chair. 

The next day was Sunday, when the old roaiv«woke. 
And he'd two miles to walk and to preach tp tho fdk ; 
So he mounted the desk, and thought during the hymiis, 
He*d set down and rest his poor wearied-out limbs* 

When the singing was o'er, and the people were seating^ 
The parson wm dreaming of noise and of eating. 
The clerk gjive a jog, seeing his rev'rence was lain. 
Who waking, cried " halloo, boys V halloo again 1 " 



OH! MERRY ROW THE BONNIE BARK. 

Parry^ 

" Oh ! meny row, the bonnie bark. 
Bring bacK my love to calm my W!d^ 

Before the njght.gi:qws dark,* 
The bonnie bark, oh ! row. 
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A snow-white rose upon it too» 

A highiaird tad is be t 
Qh} nerry row, tVie bomie hmfk^ 
And brmg him safe to me." 

As on the pebWy beach I stfay'd 
. Where rocks and shoals pi^ail, 
I thus o'erheard the Lowland maid^ 

Her absent love bewail. 
A storm arose the waves ran high. 
And dark and murky was the sky, 

Ihe wind did loudly roar, 
But merry row'd the boimie barky 
And brought her loye-on t^i&te ! 



MOONLIGrirS FAIRY HOUR. 

it DtTET. 

ftovr at Moonlight's fairy hou?,. 

When faintly gleams each dewy steep j 
And Vale and mountain lake and bower, 
' I» solitary grandeur sleep. 
When slowly sinks the evening^ breezey^ 

Thal'lulls the mind ii^ pewshv eara^ 
^nd fancy loftier visits seev. 

And music wake the silent air. 

Bid the merry tabor sound. 

And with uie fays of lawn or glade, 
hi triping circlets beat the ground 

Under the high trees trembling shade. 
Now at Moonlights feiry kour,. 
^ Shall Musie Jn-eathe her dulcel voice, 
And o*er the waves with ms^ poller, 

Call o& Eclie to refoic^. 



DEFINITION OF A DBNTIOT. 

O. W. 

A DEWTisT, Sir, makes teeth of bone, 
For ifltode whom fate has left widbut. 

And fiids provision ibr His awn. 
By p«iiiiigr dcter peopled out ! 



' f 
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THE QOOI>^<»J» Bt^Vft-OV ADAM OKti EV£ 

I siNGy I sing of good times okier. 
When meH iksat women were the focMer ; 
When bills we^ fiboft, aad credit ihdrter, 
*• And when from malt they brew'd the porter: 
When lawyers were too proud to pillage. 
And Horselydown was but a village ; 
Christmas Had its Christmas carols. 
And ladies' sides were hoop'd like barrelp. 
Sing hey, sing ho ! I can but grieve 
For the good old days of Adam and £ve« 

When drinking ale made strong men stronger, 
And doctors made folks live the l<mger. 
When our grand-dads brew'd stout October, 
And they very seldom went to bed sober : 
Then was the time for games and gambols. 
When Oxford-street was covered with brambles, 
Hedges and ditches, and ponds of water 
But now there's noliiing but bricks and mortar. 
Sing hey, sing ho, &€• 

When all young men thev acted wise in 
Getting up to see the lark rising ; 
And could, unless Vm much m;Mtftken, 
Eat for breakfast a pound of bacon. 
But now our Toms and Jerrys gay, sir. 
See larks by nights and not by day, sir ; 
Get in rows, and have long parleys. 
And, to save their bacon, floor the Charleys^ 
Sing hey, smg ho, &c. 

When this very place, now covered over. 
Was a field of wheat, or perhaps of clover ; 
Two or three trees for the cattle to get under 
Out of the way of the lightning and thunder ; 
No sound was hnard but the sweet birds sing^ing,- 
Except sometimes the London bells iiBgiBg ; 
But nOw tbe birds. &r away have fled, sirs. 
And we are the binds wot sii^ instead, sits. 
Sing £^, nnf h0, dec 
2a 
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Was pleased at the sight of a good old gumetf? 
The front of k. had King Ge(^e*ft &ce on. 
And th«k back the arnagaad theold apedeaoe on i 
But now thiB 80verei|pM, I can tell jfon, 
Thaj^ ure not worth so much in value ; 
And there St. George ie, without a rag oo^ 
Gralloping ^over en ugly dragon. 

Sing hey, gbg ho^ &e. 



BLACK-EY^ED «tTSAN. 

Gay. 
Alt in the downs the fleet was moor'd, 
/ The streamers warmg in the wftid, 
When bltek-ey^d Susan came on- board : 
S*(iht where shall I my true-loye ftndt 
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 
If my sweet William sails among the crew !'' 

'William. who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
Soon a^ hi^. well-known voice he heard. 
He sigh*d, and cast his eyes below : 
The cords ^iple swifUy through his glowing handsr 
And quick as lightning on the deck he stands. 

So the sw»et lark , high pois'd in air. 

Shuts cloiie his pinions to his breast, 
If chance bis^nate*s shrill voice he hear. 
And kkops at once into her nest. 
The noblest captain in the British fleet. 
Might* eiiiy William's lips her kisses sweet. 

" O Susan, Susan, lovely dear, 

My vows shall ever true remain ^ 
Let m^ kiss off that falling tear. 
W^ only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds, my heart shall be 
The mithfiil compass that still points at thee.** 

" SfiEiatve^not what the landsmen say, 
Who iempt with doubts thy constant mind, 

They 'lii tell tfaoe, tailors when away 
In.ev/ry poft a^ mistress find : 
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Tea, yea ; Mfeve t8feH» IftSWilhey tell thee so;^ 
For wm^urt present wheresoever I go.** 

^* If tg Akir India's coast w& wl, ' • 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds lv|^g]4,; , o t 
Thy breath is. Afric's spicy .gate. 

Thy skin is ivory so white : p 

Thus every beauteous object thajt I viuew^ 
Wakes in my. soul some .charqpi of lovely Su^/' 

"Though battle calls roe from my fitrms. 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet safe from harms, 
William shall to his dear return : 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan s eye.^* 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 

The sails their swelling bosoms spread ; 
No longer must she stay on board : ' 
They kiss'd ; she sigh'd ; he hnng^lii&'Iiflnid, 
Her less'ning boat unwilling rows to land^ 
** Adieu," thecned,.and wav'd herlilly hand. 

THE ANCHOR'S WEIGHED. 

The tear fell gently from her eye, ' 

When last we parted from the shore ; 
My bosom Ijeat with many a sigh. 

To think I ne'er might see her more : 
" Lear youth," she cried, " and canst thou haste away 1 

My heart will break, a little moment stay ; 
Alas I I cannot part with thee — 

The Anchor's weighed — farewell, remember me. 

*' Weep not my love," I trembling said, 

" Doubt not a constant heart like mine, 
J ne'er can meet another maid, 

Whose charms can fix a heart like thine." 
** Go then," she cried, " but let thy constant mind 

Oft think on her you leave in tears beUnd." , 
'** Dear maid, this last embrace my pledge shall be-«- 

.The Anchor's weighed— foreweU,je8wiftber ioe»" 
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T. Moore. 

Faesweli. ! but wheneyer you welcome the hour 
That ftwakeut ^c nigfat-soog of mirth iu yout bower, 
Then think of the friend who once welcomed it too, 
And forgot his own griefs to be happy with you : 
His griefs may return, not a hope may remam 
Of the few that have brightened his path-way of pain. 
But he ne'er will forget the bright vision that threw ' 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with you. 

And still on that evening when pleasure fills up, 
To the highest top sparkle each heart anji each cup,^ 
Where'er my path lies be it gloomy or bright, 
My soul, happy friend, shall be with you that night, 
S]»all join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles. 
And return to me beaming all o'er with your smiles I 
Too blest if it tells me that 'mid the gay cheer, 
Some kind voice had murmur'd *' I wi^ he was here." 

I^t Fate, do her worsts-there are relics of joy. 
Bright dreams of the past which she cannot destroy. 
And which come b the night-time of sorrow and care, 
Tp bring back the features which joy used to wear : 
Long, long, be my heart with such mem'ries fiU'd ; * 
Like the vase in which roses have once been distiU'd 
You may break, you may ruin the vase if you will. 
But the scent of the roses will hang round \% still. 



JOHJN ANDERSON MY JO. 



Bwnu, 



John Anderson, my Jo, John, 

When we were first acquent. 
Your locks were like the raven. 

Your bonnie brow was brent ! 
But now your brow is bald, John, 

Your locks are like the snow; 
My blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson, my Jo. 
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John Andenoiiyini^ J<», John, 

We clamb the hill thegi&er. 
And mony a canty day, John, 

WeVe had with ane anither. 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand well go, 
And sleep thegether at the foot, 

John Anderson, my Jo, 



WHILE THE LADS OF THE VILLAGE. 

While the lads of the village shall merrily ah, 

Sound their tabors, Fll hand thee along ; 
And I say unto thee that merrily ah, 

Thou and I will be first in the throng. 
Just then, when the youth who last year won the dowV , 

And his mate, shall the sports have begun, [bowV, 
When the gay voice of gladness resounds from each 

And thou long'st from thy heart to make one. 

While the lads. Sec* 

Those joys that are harmless what mortal can blame ? 

Tis my maxim that youth should be free ; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are the same^ 

Believe thou shalt presently see. 

While the lads, Stc 



I KNOW A SPOT. 

Bayfy. 

I KKOw a spot where we scarce mark the flowers 
That Spring scatters round her to tell us she's come ; 

I know a spot where the evergreen bowers 

Are bright in ail seasons — ^that dear spot is home. 

I know a spot where in Winter's rough weather, 
We laugh while the elements bluster and foam ; 

I know a spot where when thus met together. 
We've smiles for all seasons — ^that dear spot is home. 



d by Google 



JUGmtO tOWE. 

TauvGjLore dwelt once m aniraiiible shed, 
Where roses breathing 
And woodbines wreathing. 

Around the lattice their tendfHs spread. 

As wild and sweet as the life he led. 
His garden flonrishM, 
For young Hope nourish'd 

The infant buds with beams and show'rs ; 
But lips, tho* blooming, must still be fed, 

Aaa«ot>e'en lore can live on JSow'is. 

Alas ! that Poverty's evil eye 

Should e'er come hither, 

Such sweets to wither J ' 

The flowers laid down their heads to die, 
And Hope fell sick as tiie witch drew ni^. 

She came one morning, 

'E'er love had warning, 
^ And rais'd the latch where the young god lay : 
■* O, ho1* said love, * is it you '? good bye ;' 
"So heop'd the window and flew away. 



BELIEVE ME. 

T. Moore. ' 

BxLiXivis jne,:if:all those endearing young charms. 

Which I gaze on so fondly to day. 
Where to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 

like fairy-gifts, fading away i 
Thou .woukl'st still be ador'd, as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will, 
And arouBdnhedearroin^^sadt^sh'Qf my lke«rt, . t 

WtnM>ea!bmwt itself ycgrdantly)StiU. t 

It is n(^ while beauty and youth are thine owb, 

And thy cheeks unprofan'd by a tear, 
That the fervour and fiiith of a soul can be known^ 

To whidi time will hut make thee more dear ! 
Oh ! the heart that. has truly lov'd never forgets, 

Butas truly loves on to the close, 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he seta. 

The same look which sbe-^iH^^d when he rose. 
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8HE u>%m^ Aftm umm'Po^iynR. 

Oh ! say not woman's Idve is boog&t 

With vain and empty treaauF&l 
Oh ! say not woman*s heart is cau^t. 

By every idle pleasure ! 
When first her gentle bosom )uu>ws 

Love's flame, it wanders never^ 
Deep in her heart the passion glows, 

She loves, and loves for ever. 

Oh ! say not woman's false as fafr^ 

That like the bee she ranges ; 
Still seeking flow'rs more sweet and. rare. 

As fickle fancy changes^ 
Ah no ! the love that first can warm, 

Will leave her bosom never; 
No second passion e'er can chann. 

She lovea, and lov^ for e^eai^ 



WHEN I WAS AN INFANTi 

When I was an intuit gossipa would, aay^ 
* I'd, when older. 

Be a soldier, 
Jlattle and toys, I'd thxom *em^^mf$ 
Unless a gun or a sabre, 
When a younker up I grew. 
Saw, one day, a grand review. ~ 
Colours flying. 
Set me dying, 
To embank in a life so new. 
Roll dnims merrily, march away. 
Soldiers* glory 
Lives in story, 
His laurels are green, when his locks are grey. 
Theft hey for the life of a sokUer^ 

'Listed, to battle I march'd along. 

Courting danger. 

Fear a stranger, 
The cannon beat time to the trampet*k«Mii^y 
And made my heart a hme"^. 
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Qjtf Kke IkmSf then we fly ; 

Blood and ThandCT, 

Foes knoek andw. 
Then huzza for victory I 

Roll drums merrily, &c« 

Who so merry as we in camp. 
Battle over, 
•live in clover, 
Care and his cronies are forc'd to tramp. 
And all is social pleasure. 
Then we laugh, we quaff, we sing, 
Time goes gaily on«t|ie wing, 
Smiles of beauty. 
Sweeten duty. 
And each private is a king ! 

Roll drums merrily, &c. 

THE MINSTREL PAGE. 

A PAGE was seen in a lady's bowV, 

Disguised as a Minstrel there ; 
As he sung of the deeds of a warrior bold. 

And the praise pf his lady fair ; 
And he told how the knight in the battle died. 

Far away from his native shore ; 
When, his bride had cross'd the ocean wave, 

And never was heard of more. 

Then a tear bedew*d the lady*s eyc« 

" Ah ! Mintoel Boy," she siaid, 
" Why then was I sav'd from the fearful wave 

To learn that my love was dead." 
A moment the Min^el gaz'd on the fiptir. 

And a moment he sped fvom her sight ; 
But before she could dry the falling tear. 

He returned with her oWn true knight. 

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE' 

ORIGINAL. R. B. Winkup. 

SwKET maid, by glowing blush of crimson'd dye, « 

That plays with winning sweetness o'er thy face s 
By fairest brwuit, thai heaves the tender sigh. 
Soft pity tends to heigh^n matchless grace i 
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That quits its dweUiog Ibr the chJiaiQftQQRil, . 
1^ ey'ry b«auty in thj »im>' I ^«e«ri . 

ril never leave thee on tbe .world £mrIoni%- 
Let Envy seek the mansions pf the great. 

The peasant's heart clings to hisstraw-^atch'deot ; 
CcHvie^ then, sweet maid, and blesi tiie mra] stste^ 

By paroper'd pride and calumny for^t ; 
Andsqould misrortune's ruthless hand intrude. 

Or poverty embitters life's bright mom, 
For th^^ ana love I'll brave the aspect rude. 

And never leave thee on the world forlorn. 

Come, then, fair nymph, and weave lovers chaplet gay. 

While youth and rosy health on thee attend ; 
Come ere rude time has chas'd those charms awaj. 

And veiFd thy beauty with obtruding hand : 
Then, iihen external brightness shines no more^ 

But honor*d age alone thy form adom» 
Thy mind TU search foir virtue's richer store^ 

And never leave thee on the wevld forlom. ^ 



BRIEN THE BIUVR 

Air—'' Molly Mac AJlw,'^ : , 

Remember the glories of Brten the bravCj* ^ 

Tho' the. days of the Hero are o*er; 
He's lost to Mononia + and cold in the grave. 

He returns lo KJnkora % no more ! 
That star of the field, ^vKieh so often has poured 

Its beam on the battle, is set ; 
But enough of its glory remains on each sw6fd /, 

To light ufi to Victory yet I i;( 

Mononia ! when natpre embellish'd the tii%t . ^ 
Of thy fields and thy mountains so fair. 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print . . 
The footstep of slavery there? 

* Brien the Brave wm Mon^ch of IrekM/sildf Wis IflleA 
at th« battle ef 6l«Btarf fn tlie eleventli cestwrj^^after iMKfiof 
defeated the Danes ialwe9ty«fijr» eiigaeeaiMilSt . n '. - 

t Monster. ^ ^ ' % Wi»t*^Slim:' ^ 

SB 
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No, Freedom ! vrlkxic! Mtl^Ve i»fMf ^c^^'vl^ir, 

Go, tell buf'ravarters, Ae Danes, 
That 'tw tmreeter to bleed for an age at Ay shriSne, 

Thasr to ileep fbr a momeitt in chmnii 

. Fofget not (W wounded ccMnpanions thsA stood 

In the day of distress by our side ; 
While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood. 

They stir'd not, but conque^^d and died ! 
The sun that now blesses our arms with his light,. 

Saw them fall upon Ossory's plain ! 
Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night,. 

To find that they fell jthere in vain ! 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN 

, , A RECITATION. 

The wars for many montlis wem o*eT, 

Ere 1 could reach my Parent's slied ; 
My- friends ne'er thought to see mt niore^ 

But niDum'd for me as for the dead. 
As 1 drew near the cottage blaz*d. 

The evening fire burnt'clear and bright^ 
There thro* the window lon^ f gaz'd. 

And view'd each friend with fond delight 

My Father in his comer sat. 

My Mother drew her useful thread; 

My Brother strove to make them chat, 
.My Sister bak'd the household bread : 

And Jane oft whispered to a friend ^ * 

Who still let fart a silent tear; 

Bui soon my Jessj^'s grief sltaH end, , 

She little thinks her Edward's uean 

My Mother caught the passing sJo^h, 

And hid her face behind her rock ; 
Whilst tears swam round iu evVy eye. 
And not a single word was spoke, 
^%T'What could I do ? if m I went— 
V Suq>rifte micht chilt eBch tender heart * 

Some story then 1 must mvcnf, 
. An 4Ct thft poor lame Soldier's pairt! 



u^ 
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1^ 

Anderook'd up my ana and knee ; * 
And there I found, in that blessM place^ , , 

Not oue dear friend knew aught o^ jn»X 
I yentur'd in. Tray wa^'d his tail. 

And fawning, to my Mother Mtt ; 
** Come in/' they said, *' what can he Ail r 

Whilst my feign'd story I began : . 

I chang'd my voice to that of age — 

** A poor old soldier lodgings crave I** 
The very name their loves engage, 

** A soldier I — aye, the best we have, . 
My Father then drew in' his seat — 

" Your welcome !" with a sigh he said ; 
My Mother fry'd her best hung meat. 

With curds and cheese the table spread. 

" I had a son !*' my Father cry'd, 

" A soldier too ! — but he is gone !*' 
** Have you heard fifom him t** I reply*d, " 

For behind me I've left many a one : 
And many a message have I brought. 

For families I ne er could find.— 
For one John Goodman, long IVe songht. 

To say his son's not far behind !" 

^* Then does he live V* my Father ^^ry'd j 

My Mother could but strive to apeak ; 
In sileQce I my Jessy eyed* 

Who sigh'd as tho her heart would break! 
** He lives f 'tis tmCj this present ^^, , 

At parting- \h dear Jessy gave ; / ^ - 
He sent it her^ with love, by me, *'J:.*' 

To shew he's yet escap'd the grave t* 

An arrow darting from a bow. 

Could not more swift the token reach ; 

The patch from off my face I drew — 

And gave my tongue its we 11 -known speech* 

^* My Jessy dcarl" I softly said, . 

She gaz'dand answer'd with a sigh: 
My Slater look*d as half afraid, 

My Mother fainted quite for joy i . 
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4«iB 

My Father dm^^driMMtiA Jii mm^ > ^ 

My Bfotb^ afaedt my- htuiik^i^ttyit 
My Mdthet saidr^'^ faer ^a^ tti%iit mti^ 

dlieric«r'4 ncrt n«>w ham tMrn the d«y !" 
^^ Hout woman !" said my FatlMr <ha(r; 

/^ A weddtii^ fim Via mt^ well lisre $ 
I wttfMAt w^Hlhrea hmtttived y«ar^ 

And may^M Ijaftsb, \Kkpt tke g««it»4^ 



THE WARRIOR'S SftRINE. 

Sat, wKat te more dear to tke keart of Ae brave. 
As the Banner of Victory is waving on high. 

When fkll^n is the foe, \^ho fain womd enslave 
The children of freedom, who conqner or die ? 

Oh, yes ! there's a joy more Wiss can impart. 

Than all thn proud trophies won on the field ; 
lis to da^p to your bosora the mnid of your heart. 

And as oferings lo lov^^ thosq trophies to yield. 



, THE CYPRESS WREATH* 

Sir Waiter Scott. 

lUiy t\dne na wr^th for me. 
Or twine it of the Cypress Tree ; 
Too Hvely glow the lilies lights 
The varnishM holly's all too bright^ 
The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine ; 
Bwt Lady weave no wreath for me. 
Or weave it of the Cypress Tree 1 

l£t ^AmfM. mirth bh temples twib^ 
With tSBcbrib of the kughtng vifte ; 
Hia msnly oak, the pensive y<w. 
To patriot and to sage be d4ie ; 
Theinyrtle bongh bids lovers liiFo, 
But that Matttda would not giv« ! 
Then. Ii«dy twine no wreath lor me. 
Or twine it of the Cypress Tre? ! 
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Her Mttided roeea b0«glKt BO dear ; ' 
Let Scotkmd bind ber bomiet bkie ' 
With beathuid harebell dipp'd m daw. 
On faTer^d Ertn'a drest be seen 
'Hie flow'r sbe loves of emeiakl grmn : 
Bat Lady twine no wcemth for me^ 
Or iwine it of tbe Cypress Treel 

Strike the wild harp, while maids fitepare 
The ivy meet for minstrers hair. 
And while his crown of laurel-leaWal 
With bloody hand the victor weaves ; . . . 
Jjei the loud trump his triumph telL 
But when you hear the passing beU « * 
Then Lady twine a wreath for me» 
And twine ii of the Cypress Tree I 

Yes, twine for me the Cypress bought ) 
But O, Matilda, twine not now ! 
Stay till a few brief months are past, 
And I have look*d and lov'd my last. 
When villagers my shroud bestrew, 
With pansies, rosemary, and rue, — 
Then Lady weave a wreath for ine. 
And weaTC it of the Cypress Tree \ 



THE ROBIN'S PETITION. 

Miis E^gewotih. 

Whew the leaves had forsaken the trees. 

And the forests were chilly and bare ; 
When the brooks were beginning to freeze. 

And the snow waver'd fast through the air, 
A robin had fled from the wood 

To the snug habitation of man ; 
On the threshold the wandVer stood^ 

And thus his petition began : — 
** The snow's coming down very fast, 

No shelter is found on the tree ; 
When you hear this unpitying blast, 

I pray you take pity on me." 
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I can ud neither fi^j^^Etr i. .^ 
The ground is as hard as Otope, 

. And I'm almost buried in snow. 
My little dear nest^ once, so neat. 

Is now empty, s^ ragged, and torn ; 
On so^ie tree should I now set iooty feet, 

I should b^ frozen quite fast before mom* 
Tlien throw me a morsel of bread. 

Take me in by th^ side of vour fire. 
And when I am cherished ana fed,, 

ril whistle without other hire," 

** Till the sun be again shining bright, 

And the snow is all gone, let me stay ; 
O ! see what a terrible night, 

I shall die if you drive me away ; 
And when you come forth in the mora. 

And are talking and walking around, 
O ! how will your bosom be torn, 

When you see me lay dead on the ground* 
Then pity a poor little thing. 

And tmrow me a part of your store, 
ril fly off in the first of the spring, 

And never will trouble you more/' 

BRITANNIA AND NELSON. 
Air—'' The Post Ci^itain/' 

Bbjtavkia musing o'er the deeds 

By her brave sons achieved. 
In battle where the valiant bleeds, 

And death stalks forth unheeded. 
Within a cave the Goddess sat 

And view'd the foaming ocean. 
Whose surges Iiigh began to beat 

With furious commotion ; 
When lo I a Triton from afar 
Came floating in a watr'y car, 
" Haste f he cries, ** Britannia arise, 
Succour bring, or Nelson dies." 
Rous'd at the name of her favorite, she flew 
To the scene where her Hero exposed to her vjew, 
, Alas I was no more. 
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Frantic with giicf, her fock«*mtofcv* -' \ 

And through Ac fleet engnghig, ■ . 

The dtrefttl newt to all «he bore, 

Amidst the battle raging. 
" Reirenge ! Revenge !" she loudly cried, 

•* To stimulate your fury, 
Seeyonder deck so richly dyed, 

TRs Nelson's blood conjures you ; 
By his dear name, his parting breadi, 
I charge you to revenge his death : 
let the British thunders go, 
Huri destruction on the foe. 
Let not his &U, without something as great, . 
Be recorded, to mark the lamentable &te 

Of a Hero so brave." 

She ceas'd — and now great kelson's name 

From ship to ship resounded ; 
While Fiance and Spain, inwrapp'd with flame. 

Astonished and confounded. 
Feebly oppos'd the vengeful fire 

In British hearts excited. 
In vain to glory they aspire, 

Hi& deadi must be requited : 
Unequal to the conflict's heat, 
Though great numbers fill their fleet. 
See ! they strike ! vengeance sweep. 
Rushing down the unfathom'd deep. 
Strike the confederacy of proud France and Spain, 
And the Genius of Albion exulting exclaim--* 

"Victory! Victory iT 



TASTE LIFE^ GLAD MOMENTS. 

Taste life's glad moments 

Whilst the wasting taper glows ; <r 
Pluck, ere it withers. 

The quickly fading rose. 

Man blindly Mlows grief and care, 
He seeks for thorns and finds his share ^ 
While violets to the passing air. 
Unheeded shed their blossoms: ; ^ > 
Taste life's glad momen^ '^c. 
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Courts meek content m humMe gidse^ 
For him, a tree the shrub slttU rhe, 
Which golden fruit shmll yidd hwo. 

Taste life's g]ad moments, ^bc ' 

Who makes pure fiuth a welcome guest. 
And kindly give to those distressed, 
For him^ Contentment builds her nest. 
And flutters round hfe bosom. 

Taste life's glad moments, &t5. 

And if the path of life grows strait, 
And sad misfortane beour fate, ; 

True friendship, sorrow to abate. 
The helping hand will offer, , , , ,, 

Taste life's glad moments, &c- ^ 

Friendship strews oar path with flow'rels gay. 
E'en to tbe gra*^e ^he smooth the way, 
Turns night to morn, and morn to aayi^ » . 
And pleasure stil! lucreases- *''. 

Taste life's glad moments, Ac , 

Friendship in life is a social bmnd, it] 

Uniting Brothers hand iu hand, * 

Thus onward^ to ^ betlet bndy . , 

We journieti blithe and cheerly. 

, Taste life's glad motnenlfty ^e. 



ROSY.ANNlg. . 

Freqvekt at early blush of mom, 

O'er yonder flow Vy laead I*ve ran ; ,- ' 
Brusn'd the bright dew-drop from the lawn> 

To steal a kiss from Rosy Anne. 
Tis she can smooth the rugged road, 

The chequer'd path with thorns o'er rait : 
Virtue adorns the blest abode, 

And lo¥es to di^^ell wi^ RipajT A^W* 

OoTfiBf smiling Spring, with lively green,, 
Come, fragrant giles that gen,tly fan ; ^ 

Come, Rummer skies, with sweet seriene, 
Atod deck the cot of ttosy AAne. 
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To mbfi gii» titi» <o?4M yo>|tlii. «; ^ 
To topers give th^ foamix^ can. 

To me. Kind pow*rSy the blessing, bealtbn 
A &Uhfttl mend, and Rosy j^nnt* 



THE WISH. 



JLofd JSyftMi* 



I WOULD I were a careless child* 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave. 
Or roaming through the dusky wild, 

Or bounding o'er the dark blue wave ; 
The cumbrous pomp of Saxon pride, 

Accords not with the iree-bom soul. 
Which loves the mountain's craggy side. 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 

Fortune ! take bark these cultured lands. 

Take back this name of splendid sound ! 
I hate the touch of servile hands, 

I hate the slaves that cringe around : 
Place me alone the rocks I love, 

Which sounds to Ocean's wildest roar, 
I ask but this — again to rove. 

Through scenes my youth hath know before. 

Few are my year^, and yet I feel 

The worm was ne'er designed for me. 
Ah ! . why do darkening shades conceal 

The hour when man must cease to be ? 
Once I beheld a ^lendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss ; 
Truth ! — ^wherefore did thy hated bean 

Awake me to a work! luethis ? 

I loved — ^but those I loved are gone ; 

Had fHends^^-my early friends are fled ; 
How cheerless feels the heart alone. 

When all its former hopes are dead ! 
Though gay companions, o'er the bowl. 

Dispel awhile the sense of ill, 
Though pleasure sik^ the maddening sod, 

The heart-^--the heart is lonely ttSl. 

2o 
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My Wpe, mj cfMnfoffer, fliy «ft ! 
HOrMT cold iMM tl6 ttiy IxMon nCHf ^ 

Wheti e'en tn Hidt« begm io-ftlL 
Withoat a tif^ would I ftngtt 

This bnsj scene of splendid woe. 
To make tliat calm contentment mine, 

Whuk wtae loMnvs^ or seems to kiiofir* 

Fain would' I fly the tiaunts of men, 

I seek U> shnn, not bate, foankind, 
My breast re<iujjea the sullen glen, 

WEiose gloom may suit a darkenM mind ; 
Oh J that to roe the win^ were given^ 

Wtwch bear the turtle to her nest ! 
Then would I cleave the vault of heaven. 

To flee away, and be at rest. 



6REAT FATHER BACCHUS. 
A QpAWftfrto* 

Great ]Fad|ef ^^cohns I to my song tepair,. 
Forclust'ring grapes ai« iky peculiar, care ! 
Teat tkee^kMr!^ bundles load the bending vine. 
And the last blessings of the year are tnine. 
To tkeey ftis joys,. Ae jolly Autumn owes^ 
When the ft*ri)Mntfttg juice the rat overflows.: 
Come Bacchus, fttrip with me, and drench aH o'er 
Thy limbs fi^ mufti * of Witie^ and drink at ev'ry pore. 



AWAKE» ^OLIAN LYB^i 

A QOARTirro. 

Awake, iSoliM l.yi^ awake» 
And glv^ to rapturrall thy trembling strings ;. 
From Helicon's harmonious springs, 

A thouiand rills their i^asy {Nrogress take : 
The lau^tbittg flow*r» that round them blow. 
Drink life anid fragiance as they flow^ 
Now thi0 rich sti^^cM^a of sn^sic winds along,. 
Deep, m^estic, smooth^ ^imI strong ; 

•New Wins, «r Wove, 
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Through iwtoi^^^Mfc 9iA4}0m»^4lfiklimmle^ 
Vow ToUmg down tk»i9t/^»mm$ 
Headlong iamf^trnm ^(^ it ]p^uf^ 
The rocks 9m *mdi'i}^ |pr<^eii 



THE BRITISH fiOLDI ER. 

Xkttnbtft 

Whek Britam calls her sons to anns, 

To crush tlie pride of threat aiug foes. 
The Soldier brave, without alarms, 
To (Ibtant regions cheerful goes. 
The scorching heat, the chilling cold, 
The painliil march he patient bears, 
tJndauuted, perils does behold, 

And though in want, content appean. 
But ahauld the 4i8tant 41:1191 
Proclaim liie foe m «ight, 
He 800Q forgets his wants, 

And eager seeks the fight : 
Bor Britain's ^ory shouts. 

His breast with ardour glows, 
And fearless, lion-like, 
Darts dreadful oa his foes. 

Oh had I skill his wordi to paint. 

When he some town or post mamtaina, 
The ills he bears without complaint. 

The toUs which he unmo^'d sustains ; 
T^o dang'rous semce will refuse. 

The fierce assaults he braye repels t 
tOr in the trenches calmly views 
The flying shot, or bursting shdk. 
If hostile walls he scales, 

Or murd'rous batteries stormSf *l •• • 

The litdder boldly nionnts, ' **»l' * 

And daring deeds performs : ' * *' 

No ditch or bulwark heeds, 'i»'*Hf 

But upwards fights ^s way, -^f '< r 

/Till Victory crowns his deeds, • rm4 

Or lAercy A>id6 lum .»ti9. 
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Shcmld eroel steel^liM&Mi thot; 
WHb llBdsd ain» litft Mast tnvaidb, 
18^ tasaij finiftneMr takes Ms bf/ -''\ 

And tlioqghifi iMuii^ is not tUsrikli/d : 
Though blfi^ng oommdea fCMriKT {iim Ke; 
And thovgfats^df boms bis mind oppress^ 
For them he heaves the gen'rons algh^ 
&^g;M^ess of his Cfwn^stresa. 
9iit 8h<mld the exulting shonty 

Announce the battle won^ 
His fleetine soul recal. 

To turn his glass nigh ruu^ ,, . ^. 
The last rmaiits of rife*' ^ ^ i a.t 
He musters in a breath — 
< And like a Britoii bmre, 
H nzsa'ingt meet his dea^. 



NAY, TELL ME NOT. 

Air—** Demwi dcA't be dratte^g.'' 

Nat tdi me not dear I that the cablet drowns 

One charm of feeling» one fond regret ; 
Beliere toe, a few of tiby angry frowns 
Are all Fve sunk in it& bright wave yet. 
. Ne'er hath a beam. 
Been lost in the stream; 
That ev^ was shed from thy form^^r soiil ; 
The bliss of thy sighs, 
; The light of thine eyes. 
Shall float on the surface ai^ halh>w ray Bowl ! 
Then fancy not^ dfarest I that wine ean steal 
One blissful dr^un of ^e heart from me I 
like lEeiwls.that awaken the pilgrim's ^eal^ 
The bowl but Imghtens my love for thee. 

They tell us that Love in his fainr bo^er, 
Had two blush-roses of birth divine ; 

He sprinkled the one with a rainbow Vshbwf^iy 
And bathed At otliisr t^ith-uiapUittg jfine. 
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Cistiirdby the Miibofir, deeKn^ «id Aid ; 
Wfele tfaotfe wkidi die tide 
Of^Mevttbjp^yed, i : I//. 

AU Umh'd into beam^, l^e ttiee ^eetlBMMi 
Than fancy not deaieU t that iHne isoA Meal 

One HiMftd ifaeatn of the heart ttom ne a r 1 
Like fountj^tiiiit awnfcen the ptt^rim^ sieajy - 
The bowl h«t biigliteiift n^ loi« ^ tb^ , 



PEACE AND HEALTH TO THEE, TOM MOORE, 

Lord Byron. 
Mr boat ie on the dioMy. 

My baik is OB the eea ; 
But ere I go, Tom Moore, 

Here's a double health to thee<^ - 

Here's a gigh ibr fhoie- 1 lo^; 

,Asd a smile for those J hate, 
And, whatever skies above, ' -^ 
Here's aheart ferany fate. 

Though the ocean roars airouad me^ 

It still shall bear me 09 ; 
Though a d!^esert should sunound jnOi 

It hath springs that may be won, : >: " 

Where it the last drop in fhe well, ' 

As I gaspM on the brink, 
Ete my Adntlbgi^irits felly ^t 

Tis to thee^Aat I would drink. 

^ In that water, as thb wine 
Tl^e libatioa I would pour. 
Should be — 'Peape to thee andthine^ . 
And a HealUi to thee, Tom Moocet. 

THE ARETHUSA. 

Come al! you jolly sailors bold, 
Whose hearts are cast in honour's mould, 
While English glory I unfold. 
Huzza ! to the Arethusa ! 
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She k ft frigate iigkratad ¥ili^^ ' 
, As^fvee stemmed the dadiu^ wave^ 

Her men are all stanfic^ 

To thetrt^'nte 4ftwd^ 
Andt when the foe shall meel-eurfise,^ 
StMier than atrUiey ve'U all ^eiq^* 

Oa beard ^ the AsetbiuNu 

Twin ii»Mi l!he spring flee% ^e west out. 
The £^gli^ Chtmnd to ■ er^intp aboat; ' 
When fear Frendi sail, in slichr so stovt, ' 

Bore down on the Arethusa : 
The fam'd Belle Poule straight a head did Ue^ 
The Arethusa seem'd to fly ; 

Not a sheet or a tack 

Or a brace did she slack, [stuffy 

Though the Frenchmen laagh^d and Uiought k 
But they knew n^tt a handful of men how tough, 

On 'board of the Arethusa. 

On deck fi^e Ixindieddiien did daBoe, . 
The stoutest they ^ocMlld <find ia Eraaea 
We^ with tw4> l|uadred did ^¥aace 

On bo^ of the Arethvwa. 
Our Captain hail'd the Frenchman—" Ho !" 
TTie Frenchman lie cried out " Hallo l^' 

" Bear d^wn do yt)u see, 

Td aur Admirars lee,'' 
** No^nor*«ays the Frenchmtm^ihat can't be." 
^* Then I must lug you along wUh me " 

Says the saucy Arethusa. 

l%e fight was (yffdie Iktnciimmts land, 
We forc^ fte«i back uipim ith^ristraiid. 
We fought <till ne'er a stick would standi 

On bdavd of the Arethusa. 
And now we^ve driven the foe on shore, 
Wevcr id iigfht wJtti Britons more ; 

Letes^h take a ^lass 

To his fav'rite lass! 
A health to our Captain and Officers true, * 
And all that belong to the jovial crew, '" " 

On board of the Arethusa. 
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COME, CHACE THAT STARTING TJB^ft^ 

2r • JlcM&Nw 

Come, chace that starting tear away. 

Ere ttiinc to meet it springs ; 
To-night, at least, to-niffht be gay, 

What e'er to-morrow brings i 
Like sun-aet gleams, that linger late 

When all isdark'ning fast. 
Are k>iirs like these we snatch from fate*-^' 

The brightest and the last. 

TheK chace^ &c. 

To gild our dark*ning life, if Heaven 

But this bright hour allow, 
Ob^ think that this bright hour is given. 

In all its splendour how ! 
Let's live it out — then sink in night, 

Like waves that from the shore 
One minute swell— are toucb'd wkh l^;lit— 

Then lost for evermore. 

. Then chaee, &e. 



THE SHIP ON FIRE. 

Faom Plymouth in the Vulcan we set sail. 

Three hundred was the number of our crew; * 
We left OW England with a fine brisk gale* 

And sighing, bade our girls a long adieu ; 
For five long months propitious pro^ the wiod,^ 

That swiftly bore us o'er the billowy nuun, ^' • 
Thus all went cheerily — for fate was kind — • 

Each thought to see his ni^ive land agsuA. 

Now mark the change ! 'twas midni^t, and liie ]b)ast 
In fury drove us o'er the foaming flood* 

With blackest horror was the sky o'ercast, . 

When» lo ! the ciy was heard that thrill'd our bl^xd;; 

** To work, dl hands, to work* she's fir'd beloffL . 
Secure the gun-room, or wefs'r blown on h^. 

Pour on yet faster, let the torrents flow, 

. For see the curling flames mount to^the sky.*^' 
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" Let's sa^e, at iea»t^tK>ine sturdy hearts asd trueu 
Ttolidat was hove, but danger flit defied : 

*• Goo^ captain, we'll not budge, but die with you." 
Thendoi^ we knelt, and pray'd to Heaven for grace, 

•* Have mercy on us since all hope is past l" 
Each rose/ and gave his fellow one embrace. 

Then plunging 'mid the billows, sought hialast* 

To spKnsters was the vessel instant blown, 

Tha crash still added to the tempest's roar I 
I saw my messmates straggii&g^ heard thctti groaa^ 

While clinging toia plank, I gain*d the shone. 
Thus of three hundred, I alone am left . 

To tell Our hopes, our fears, and perils dire. 
To paint a seaman's anguish, when oereft 

Of friends and messmates, by consuming fife« 



ALLHANDS UNMOOR. 

' Falconer, 

** All hands uoamoor," proolaiitis a cry, 
** All hands unmoor,'* the rocks reply ; 
tlous'd upon deck, the sailors swarra. 
And lovers soon the vdndlass arm. 
Reluctant from its oozy cave. 
The anchor rises from the wave ; 
On slipp'ry masts the yards ascend. 
And high jthe cauvai^s wings extend, 
Whilst o'er thie bosom of uie faithless tides. 
In silent pomp, the cumb'rous vessel glides. 

But see, now borne before the i^ast. 

Clouds roll on clouds, the moon o'ercaiit. 

The glaring orb condensed with haze, 

I^its around a sanguine blaze ; 

The ocean curls, the win^s arise. 

The scud in quick succession flies ; 

A storm, deep lowering, blots the sky, 

** Reef top-sails, reef," is n<^ the cry, 

" So, steady meet her, watch the blast behind, 

Aa4 *teer lier ^igh!^ before tbe ^eas and^wuid. 
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Thro' the rent clouds tjw Iml^Wt^USs , .,.,** 

A pi^us gproaxL is hesra beiim4^. * Jl* 

A flash has struck tfie hefp^map ||iii4/ y. 

A WHow with tremencfous roll, 

To njift' spen^ to floom the yhcjlfj;;. - 

While from the yard, c^ i 4ire ^ |^| 

Threp Sl^l^w to the'oci^ fellf 

High o'er their htt^Js-^ j:9P%.hf^ 

And down they siuk to everlasting sleep. 

As o'er tfae surge the raammast ktiiig» 

The seamen on the>^rig«ng fi^agf 

While yet they hug the floatii]^ Vnast, 

Or to thfB cord&gQ ^.apple fjvrt. 

Their wives ^naphiWrefi-rBature's cliajn 

Tug at their ^iparts, wit^ pow'rfiy stnun ; ' 

Now on the waves on high they ride. 

Then downward plunge beneatn tlie tide i 

The.hostile vateis d^ wound tb^ Imf^f 

And provte the ocean is the seamfui's g^^^ 



THE OLD MAN'S COWPOKK, 

*' You are o«, Father WilHamrti^y«a»8«l»fW«** 
'* The few locks that are left yoi| ftf^ gr^ : 

You are hale, Father William, a hearty old na««f . 
Now tell me the reason, I pray?'^ 

" bi the days of my youth," Father Willjpi| F^fi^^p 
" I remembered that youth would fly &fst : 

And abused not my health and my vigaujr §t #ia^ 
That I ijever might need them ^t last." 

" You are old. Father William," the young m§. firisd, 
• • And pleasures with youth pass airay t 

And yet ycKi lament not the days thaj w^ g^fte ; 
Now telj me the reason, I pray V 

« In the days of my youth,*' FaAer WHUflUl^ «ef^ 
" I rememb^ed ttiat-yoirth could not lasftf 

I thought of the future, whatever I did, 

That I never might grieve fbr the past." ' ** 

Sd 
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«* T<m^Me i>U, B^ati^ WQliam!'^ the young man xsneA^ 

" And life inust be hastening away : • 

Ton aie cheerfol, and love to converse upo^ dea^, • 
Now tell me tli^ reason I pray ?** 

" I am cheerM, yonngman," Father WilHam repHed j 
" Let the cause thy ^attention engage : ' 

In the days of my yoiith I remembered my God^ 
A^ he has not forgotten my age r 



SYMPATHY. 

A Knight and a Lady once met in a grove. 
While each was in quest of a fugitive love ; 
A river ran mournfully murmuHng by, 
And they wept in the waters for Sympathy. 

" Oh never a Kniglift such a sorrow €5re fameJ " 
^' Oh never was maid so deserted befovei 
From life and its woes let ns instantlv fiy, 
Andjunq> in together fqr company. 

Tbiy aefirch'd for an addy that suited the deed. 
But here was a bramble, and there was a weed ; 
'' How tiresome it »," B9ad the fair with a sigh : 
So they^ sat down to test in company. 

Th^y gaz*d on each other, the Maid and the Knight ; 
Moff nh wa^ her face, how goodly his height : 
<*<>nte mournful embrace,'' sobb'd the youth," ere 

we die." 
So foghing and crying Icept company. 

", O had I but lov'd such an angel as you ! " 
" O had but my swmn been a quarter as true ! " 
" To miss such perfection how minded was I ! " 
Sure now they were excellent compimy. 

At length spoke the lass 'twixt a smile and a tear, 
" The weather is cold for a watery bier ; 
When tJie summer returns we may easily <ye,^ 
Till then let us sorrow in company." 
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THE IRISH SJJJtfjqpLB^, 

Prom Brighton twD Paddy's vodkU under the cliff, . 

For pebl4«i aiid diells to eiq]||Qce» •: . /w 
When lo ! a tniftll barid was drop'd from the skiffi^ 

Which floated?at length to the shore. 
Bays Derttot to Fat, ** we t&e Qiimer!«iHUIk-— 

To-night we'll be merry tuad friricy i 
I know|it as wdl as my own Mother's voSk, 

Dear joy ! ^tis a barrel of Whisfeay^*' 

Says Pat, " Til soon broach it, O fortunate lot !" 

(Now Pat you mubfknow was no joker ;) . > 
" I'll go to Tom Murphy, ^ho liras in yon cot, 

And borrow his kitchen hot poker." y" 

Twas said, and 'twas do ne ■ t he barrel was bor'd, 

(No Bacchanals ever felt prouder) ^ 

When Paddy found oat a sniall mor oil board-— 

The whiskey, alas I was gunpowder* 

With sudden explosion he flew o'er the ocean, 

And in the air sported a lee ; . . . 
Yet instinct prevails when phjtlosophy ftiils, • ^ 

So kept a tight hold of the keg. C 
But Dermot bawl'd out, with a terrible sibut, 

** I'm not to be done, — Mr. Wisemwj, 
If you do not come down, I'll rtm into the town, 

And by St. Patrick I'll tell the Bxdseman.'' 






SAtLY GRAY, 
il^—", Alice Gray/' IT. Jtonibll. 

She's all that I suspected her, 

I'm blow'd if she's divine, 
I wish she was another's. 

Bat, alas ( alas ^ she's mine ; 
Oh very much I lov'd her once. 

But thaf 8 all pairt d'ye see, 
My head, my head is aching. 

From the thumps that she gave me. 

Her ^easy hair hangs all about 

A face of brick-dust red. 
She's had one of her eyes k^ock'i out, 

And a glass one in its stead 
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She fewi iJiiiW fcttijf ''e*^^'«%fclj 

Oh ! my haod, my bead ^ixMagf 
¥hm ftk^ UsaiBfBiim^mkB ^Kf« m^. 

rkk fiiak heM^ her pODd^mi fial^ 

IVe diif^d irith dUght^ 
But Uw hasiieMy^cme for liie^ 

If fih^ hnhl '' Mq^ m« ti§^ ;" 
Aind/when Tm dead ai^d ^ne, perhaps, 

goM^ t^MirHw dMB Idnay say^ 
h \ Us te&d, hi^ h^ad ita^ bfokeh, 
BylhfiftiUbf«UiyOhiy/' 



RE^ITATIOV. • : 

I iiEMBMBKn.tlie Biehi was stonny and wet. 
And dismaily dasn d the dark wave^ 
WhilO'l^mn and tlie sleet 
Ck)ldand(bea¥Uy.be^l^. . 
On, ib»WmmfB »^w^^ gr«?e» 

I remember twas clown in a dajr£:soine dale. 
And near to a dreary cave, 

Where the wil4 '^edtods Vdl 
**''^)R)i9fiid ttie wafMr^r pUfe," - 
lliat I Baw,^0 Iklariner's g^are^ 

I remember how uowly the bearers jtrod. 
And how sad ^as the look they gave^ 
As they res^tibeir load 
Near its last abode. 
And gazed on the JVIaruiter^s grave. 

I rememcier n6 sound did the silence break, 
As the €01^ ^iiU ^Mh ^y ^ve^ 
Save gie niriit->bitd's shHek, 
Aki ft^^Min'irdwA, 
As it sunk iM the Slatii»tt''iEi gtttvei 
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I rmi^eiafatr a^eat Aal ikhrly slid 
Down the cheek of a mMBsiaite luuyei 

ItMottthelid* 

And mom was hid» 
For clos'd waB the Mariner's grave. 

Now o'er lus lone hed the brier creeps. 
And the wild flow'rs moamfulty wave, 
And the willow weeps, 
And the moon-beamr sleeps 
On this Manner's silent grave. 



MONEY. 

Smiih. 

SivcE songs of all kinds almost daily are singing, 
And subjects so funny in our ears are now ringing. 
The song I'm beginning is equally funny, 
And founded on that Imndy article " money.'* 
Money's the torment of many folks Hves, 
Money's a thing for which some men seek wives, 
Money is useful in every station, 
Money's the prop of this glorious nation. 

Moneiy's a thing we never refuse 
Money's a thing we should iiot abuse. 
Money we earn, and money we pay. 
Money's in motion day after day. 

The rich when unhappy, the poor when the same. 
Say money's the cause — for which they're to Uame, 
Yet the atticle's usefuFno one can deny, 
Fpr to live without money 'tis useless to try , 
Money buys freedom wherever it mingles. 
Money's a thing charm the ear when it tingles. 
To see money equalized is very rare, [share. 

And they're lucky rogues who have more than their 
Money's a thing, &c. 

It's pleasant to look at, and pleasant to find it. 
To be rich as a King — but, as times are don't mind it, 
What money can do you all pretty well know. 
It goes very fast — ^but comes in very slow ; 
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Money is iisi^Sil tU.tb^si^ <k}«^ ata d^lblp^^ ' 
But luoacy ala3. 1 it iays wiUi our Ji^tt^is^ : 
Whatever we drink or wUaJDever we tt^, . 
Tbcy tax usfor mouey.whicli riu.$ure.Uiio treat. 
Moaey> st tkio^ &c. 



LIEUTENANT LUFF. 

A COMIC RECITATION. 

All you that are so fond of wine, 

Or any other stuff, 
T:ike waraingby the dismal fate' 

Ul'one Lieutenant Luff: 
A sober man "he mi^ht have been, 

Except in one regard ; ; - :- - s 

Kc did not like soft'watery Sit, 
. So he took to dria!;iiig hard^ 

Slid he, ** let others feticy slops. 

And talk in praisd of tea t 
But I am no Bohetniany 

Sol dj not. like Bokea^, 
If wine's Q.'poison^ so is tea, 

Though in ailother shape ; - 

W hut mutter whether one k kiU'd 

By canister or grupe ? '^ 

Acxordih^ to this kind of state, 

,Did he indulge his drotrth 5 
And being fond of Port, he made 

X part-hole o^hhiaoifitix* .„ . 

A single pint he might have sippVl 

And not been out of sorts, 
lu ^geologic plua^e, the rock 

He split upon, was ^'lior^^. 

Full sajxi the sod effects of thisf 

U\A frame began to show, 
For Uiit oltl enemy^the gout^ 

Had taken hm 111 t^e* 
Aiii JKin*'! with thiij an evil came 

()f' ir^:ito auGtlier sort, 
Firr wUn J he drank hiiiiatlf, his purse " 

W^it^ttLa^ somethmj short. 
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For want of cash lie soon htidp(ipp'd 

One half that ha podsess'd , *= 
And drinking show'd him dUfjUcat^s 

Bf»fore-hand of the rest: 
So then his creditors resolv'd 

To seize on his assets. 
For why ? — they found that his half-pay 

Did tiot half pay his debts; 

But Luff contrived a novel mode 

His creditors to chouse, 
For his own execution^ he 

Put into his ovm house — - 
A pistol to the muxzle charg'dv, 

He took, devoid of fear, . 
Said he, " this barrel is my last, 

So now for my last bier. ' 

Against his lungs he aim'd the slugs^ 

And not against his biains ; 
So he blew out his lights and none 

Could blow them tn again. 
A jury for a verdict met. 

And gave it in these terms :-»— 
^ We fkid at how as certain slugs 

Has seat him to the worms'* 



FRENCH AND ENGLISH, 

Never go to France 

Unless you know the 4ingo, 
If you do, like me. 

You'll repent by jingo. 
Staring like a fool^ 

And silent as^ a mummy. 
There I ^tood alone, 

A nation with a dummy. 

So never go, &c 

Chaises stand fbr chairs, 

Tliey christen letters Billies^ 

They call their mothers mareSf 
And all their daughters ^//tes^; 
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Stfange it Wb to liear, 
V\\ ten yon wbat*» a good 'un. 

They eall their leather gueer^ 
And half their shoes are wooden. 
So never go, &c. 

SigBi I Ittd to make 

For every little notjoii. 
Limbs all going like 

A telegraph in motion. 
For wine I reel'd about. 

To shew my meaning fuUy, 
And made a pair of horns. 

To ask for " beef and bully:' 

80 never go, &c* 

Moo I 1 cried for midk ; 

I got my sweet things snugger, 
When I kissed Jeannette, 

Twas understood for sugar*. 
If I wanted bread. 

My jaws I set a going, ^ 
And asked for new-laid eggs 

By clapping hands and crowing* 

So never go, ^c* 

If I wish'd a nde, 

rU tell you haw I got it : 
On my stick astride, 

£ made believe to trot it ; 
Then their cash was strange. 

It bor*d me every minute, 
Now here's a hog to change, 

How many sowszli^ in it^ 

So never go, &c. 



FAMILY PRJE5. 

OR, THE LUSTRE OF JUDy's BLACK EYES. 

To be sure I can't sing an oration, 
To show how I'm greatly allied. 

But a pair of black eyes, bothers^ioji. 
Has bothered my family pride. 
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Mt mollier ne'er 4|d tiJtNgr.bidJhw 

Sucb raok diid lier lineage adorn» 
And she took a long tin^e to considec, 

Befoi'e she would let iaae be bom. 
Tet I^m a-kin to the Calaghans, Bralagbaiit» 

The Dowlans and Nowlans, likewiBe^ 
But what's bitrth to the Instre ofbeanty 

That peeps from my Judy's black eyes. 

My father sold BOQuse-traps and rabbits, 

Pi^, treacle, and all other game. 
Would you know the sweet town he udiabiti, 

'Tis jolly Doi^arvon by name. 
My grand.fether married a quaker, 

My uncle made hay with a fork, 
My brother's a ^eat grand brogue-maker. 

In tiiat beautiful city called Cork. 

Yet Vm a-kin to the CalagJianB, &c. 

At chapel I first saw my darling, 

rU ever remember me day. 
She ming like a peacock or starling, , 

Which made toe unto her to say — 
** Vm related to all the Macartheys, 

AU mfiniality I do disdain. 
If you miss such a husband, so hearty. 

You never will get him again. 

For Tm a-kin to the Calaghans, SbcJ^ 

These words being moving and tend^. 

Which no.femsde woman could standi 
I determined a letter to send her, 

So took up my i>en in my hand ; 
But just on tlie point of inditing, 

By the powers it was rather too ba 
I forgot that I hadn't learnt writing, 

And she could not read if 1 had. 

Yet Vm a-kin to the Calaghans, Ac* 

Oh ! Judy, agrah, you're my honey. 
Your coldness sets me in a flame,. 

ril marry if you have money. 
In spite of my fiEuaily name. 

Myself I was reared ruf teodmr. 
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* Jl^ mf stster it6w Iiyes in great splendour 
With one «histi(f6 Mooney, that's dead. 
^ ^ Tet I'm a-kin to the Calaghans, d^c. 

BbjaOmt wHboMt ai^j more botiber. 

My mod ^Hi the isa»e being htmtr 
Fl^fmmfj h9^(r9^ <^o other. 

And afterwards ask her consent* 
Pblf^eneM an Irkfhmaa%tsade4s, 

So, on that sweet day when we'ta wed, 
«rn ]md caMds and tea tothe kdica^ , ^ \ 

And theh irttH ^achlass atid each Ifd^ 
We'll tisH the Calaghaai» Stc^ 

mBB A BtJTCHER-S BOT. 

oiuGti^AXM RL 

Air— Pd be a Butterfly/* 

Fd be a buteherVlM^^ bom td de^KOor^ 

Sweet slices firom tus^irtd&p^.liow fiubin^lv sweet ; 
Well seasoned #lfitt»picM,'aiid sprinkled mm flonr. 

And taslbg^-at inier¥als$: a tankard of -neat :-^ 
With these I would <mm neittter wealth nor poVr 

What more should^! sigh for with plenty to eat, 
Fd be a bu^er% boyi bdrnto^de^kmr 

Rum{^ steaks by 'iSie j>o<iBd, widi a tanlM^ neat; 

Oh ! why should t) pilfer with, my hands^so kairy ? 

Oh» no i , <6eHeye tne^ Til do nonsuch thiii|^i<^ 
The snmioeif'days and nights of thiave^must be drewty,. 

They sleep* in ^ dutiffeon^ where cockrroaehes sbg. 
Fd caution all^ie^res of iJleir end to be wary. 

For thieving, aks ! nbught but misery brings, 
Fd be a buteher*s bdy, H^t, brisk, and airy,. 

Sporting at libevty, ^^ppy ^^ ^ kmg* 

What, )i»o' j^^ell me the profession is ffrtasy, 

ShmSf shanks^ and marrow-lnmes clt^vin^ all day ;: 
Surely 'tis bettm* than live a life that's easy. 

And €&>,^ when ail other folks are happy and gay. 
For these silly mortals toil Jmrder to discover 

Means of procuring ^ir bread for the day ;. 
Fd be a butcher'4^b^, \W»^ in clover,^ 

Feasting while ^ftrers ftro^fading a?wdyu 
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•' '•* ' • • -IteerrATi^,' ' * " r-->t/r. 'J 
IjOTm ! tntglity lunaties, who mak^st us twaddle ! 
Andy just like whirligigs, Vini'<it all ^ifri^Nldies : 
Thy power it was th^ worked woh ftidUlwoes^ 
From lHil>Ue, and ^squeak, aad pige" p^i^^srsL ^ 

•AI A- ; . . ' . — ^ ' ' ^ 

There waa /one Mfi Grip r , 

Wore a cauliflower wig, ^, : .^ 

Asd a-wx)bing he went with his set o*ioes, ' ' "^ 

To one Miss Sukey Snap, 

Who wore a high-caul cap. 
And warmooitrouBly fond of pipi pettitoes. 

Week I weeV ( f ot lol de nu 

In her favour to get. 

He sent her a set. 
And to a^ him to sop with Miss ft— p, Bptly ffm/ 

And likewise ^liespeyc, .' - r ^ i \ 

Some nice biibUe^wid scfoeslcf r ^ 
Por he Wed that as well as she loved petHtoeSt 

Week I week ! fel lofl 4e >^ . 

Ere to sup ifaey begun,. : • 
Vn^Bel^foriim, , r i 

Sneezbgpowder lo pot in the poppef! dhose ; 
mr. 'Grig was caagtit and sneezedy ' 
Saying --^ ckih /— ^I hop^ you've pleffsedi V 

With the-H^AiA /^wwith the-^^eM^ A-^^wMh: the 
pettitoes*'* '■■ j* • <" 

(%ih1 fhOi Mbllohd^ tt. 

" I vow, sir,*' says see, _ 

M Nothii^ better can be ' 
Than— cAf A !—chih /— cAtA /"—he ! he1 Betty g6ea. 

<^How% the bobUe and the squeak r ^^ 

He for sneezingi coidd not sneaky 
Till he sneezed off his wig among the petcttoes.-^ 

Week{ week! Mid 4enii^ 
* '' ■ 
Sneezing, nodding, wientMjf^Sn^^, - / 
Till the candle caught her .ci^. . .- ^ . j 
Attd to put out tbe flame some wister jBetty wow 
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On her noddle clapped his wSg, 
lltftCifas soaked in the gtavy of tiie pettttofs. 

Weekl week 1 Icxl lol^ rti. 

■ #• 

Thus poor Mr. Grig 

Spoiled his cauliflower w%y 
And Miss Snap lost her cap, what a set o' woes ! 

For the house-dog in the freak ,.., 

Boned the bubble and the^queak. 
And pussy ran away with th^e pettitoes. 

Mew ! mew I boW, yow ! &c. 



, TPqe souNp of the horn. 

RECtTATIVE. , . 

Thb whistling ploughman hails the. blushing da.wn, 
The Vtvaihf melodious, drtiwns the rustic note. 
Loud sings the black*bird through resounding groves, 
And jte lark soe» to meet the rising^sun. 

■ Ain. ^' . . • ^ • •• ■ 

Away tb^the copse, to the copse lead away, 

And now, my boys, throw, off the (hounds, 
111 warrant he'll shew, he'll sh^r mis jsonn play, 

See yonder he Akuiks through thegroond ! ^. 

4See yonder^he skulks thrcmghftke ground ! 
Thto spoi Hiy heiskcoufsevs,^!^ stooke^hini'my bloods, 
/ 'te a'dtU^lte^dcmit-lyfaig mom; \ v J.::} 

What concert is equal to those of thd'wiiodi, 

.Cbm^lV^^y goM .ddgswith the horn ! 

What coxicen is eq^f^l, &c. 

Each earth, see he tries it, he tries it agaih,*' 

:Incc«r6rt:no'3affJty caiifind,' ' ' 

He brcJSEiks^ it, he breaks it, and scdars amain; 

And leav^ us at d^tanee beHmd ! 
^ And leives us at distance behind !' ' ' ". 

O.Yftr roiflcs, over rivers, andhedgcs we fly. 

All hazards, all dangers we ^corn. 
Stout Reynard we-llfollow untilf that he die, 

Chee^ Up my ^good dogs with the horn ! , 
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See ^<nrfae laarde eraepi^ htvqpK^Meft ^biatgli die 
dale, •' i ., . 

Ail fiftticb'd fremfaif BMmth han^s Imtongiie, . * 
His speed can na longer, no longer prevail. 

Nor his cunning, his life can prolong, 
Twas a staunch and fleet pack, 'twas in vain e'er he fled, 

See his brush fall bemir*d and forlorn, 
The Farmer, with pleasure, behold him lie dead^ ; 

All shouts tQ|the sound of the horn I ^ 

The Fanner with pleasure, &c. 



THE ORIGIN OF ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

Q, A. Stevens. 

OircE the Gods of the Greeks at an Ambrosi^ feast. 

Large bowls of rieh neelAr were quaffing ; 
Merry Momus among them was sat as a guest, 

(Homer says the Celestials lov^d laughing:) 
On each in the Synod the humonrist droU'd, 

So none could his jokes disapprove, 
He sung, raparteed, and some smart storiet toH^ 

And at last thus began upon Jove. 

" Sire — Atlas, who long has the universe bore. 

Grows grievously tired of late ; 
He says that mankind are much worse than befitfe. 

So he begs to be eas'd of their weight." 
Jove, knowing the Earth on poor Atlas was burl'd. 

From his shoulders efunniaBded the ball^ 
Gave his daughter, Attraction, the chargeof the w^rld. 

And she hung it up high in her hall. 
Miss, pleased with the present, review'd tbe globe round, 

To see what each climate was worth ; 
Like a diamond, the whole with an atmosphere bound. 

And she variously planted the Earth: 
With gold, silver, jewels, she India endowed ; 

France and Spain she taught vineyards to rear ; 
What suited each clime, on ead;i clime she bestow'd, 

And Freedom, she found, flourished here. 
Four Cardinal Virtues she left on this Isle, 

As guardians to cherish the root ; 
The blossoms of Liberty be^an for to smile. 

And Enji^fehmen fed on we firuit : 
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Oh preserve it ds free as 'twas ptehy 
We will^'WkHe We*Ve bre8tth--4iay /iirell gitu^ k i4 ^^ 
Then retom it tmuinted to Heatcil. 



THE ROSARY. ^ 

^Though oft we meet severe^tpess 

Itt venturing out to sei ; 
The perils of the storm seeois less 
/n^^;rwet9Heftvfii our vows address, . . 
And sing the dieeriBg Rosary. 

Our kids that rove the HMiuntaiflffwidQ, - 

And bouod with b anai s i i o gtee ; 
We s^ek each day, ai even tidfe^ 

A|id while their oourae we homeward guide. 
We aing the cfaeertng Rosary. 

Orih the deeper diadas of night. 

As through the woods we flee. 
Where glooming silence yields affright, 

if o make my beating heart sit light, 
, I sing (he cheering Rosary. 



THE t^ATRKft WARRIOR. 

Whew war calls the Heh)'t^ jotbs, 

' Add liberty's cause 'tis he figh<i, 
Each Citiaea's bosom Uien warms. 

To die ia de^ce o£ his rights. 
When the atw of the Patriot is Inay'd, 

8y those who hai clatras wouU <^po^ 
Bfay the banner of Fveedom be wav'd 

Trtutn^iaat o*er liberty'a foes» 

When IJlie battle bums fiercely around. 
And the dread hour of conflict is come, 

Be palsied the arm that would wound 
The Hero that fights for his home. - 
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From OppreasioQ and Tyjfaxmy> Mw»f .l\ 
- And thf^ ^Muier of Freedom be wav*<l 
Triumphant o'er liberty*^ fp^a, , 

I HAVB PLUCKED THE FAIREST FLOWER . 

I HAYB plucked the fairest flower, 
I have tlreamed in Fatiey's bowery 
I have basked in Beavty's eyes, 
I have mingled mellmpsighSy i .« 

If all those sweets to bvve, ^ 
rm the gvfitiest nam alive ; 
But gentle maids believe^ 
I never can deceive, ^ 

Nor cause yonr keait to grieve, 
With asad heigh ho I 

But to raise in Beaiity*s frame. 
The burning blush of shsone. 
Or bid the tear to start. 
Far be it from my heart. 
Suck base attempts I scorn. 
To honour I was bom ; 
Then gentle maidens spare 
The heart you thus ensnare, 
Or the willow 1 must wear. 

With a sad heigh ho ! 



TllE RONNY SAILOR, 

Fatr Sally lov^d a boimy seaman, 
With tears he went atiroad to roam ^ 

Young Thomas lov'd no o^er womsm, 
But left his heart with her at home. 

She vi^w'd the sea from off the mill, 

And as she tum'd her spinning wheel. 

Sung of her bonny sailon 

The wkidsihlew loud, and^e gnew pnlev;* 
To see the weatherwcook tttiti round p 

When io !• sh^ spied t^Rrlwnny/SaiJAr 
Come^ singing o'er^he^liUoiNr gr^in^i ^ 
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WickiiiiiMoli»|t^l^Mtfip^l^ ._, 

Amd Sally -laet hm wi tk a snulei 

And ^ugg*d her boany ftnOor. 

Fast then lA HA enbraee lut Sattj, . • ^ : 
Bat irst uowkI Im meuib wip*d he ; v 

Likt^^NB^]lred awainske .would pot ifoUj» . . 
But kiss'd and predt her with a glee. 

** Through winds and waves and dsLshiog ^T^a'^ 

Cry'd he, " thy Tom's retura'd again, 
Uato his dariing Sally." 

*« This knife, the gift of lovely Sally, 

I still have kept it for thy sake, 
A thousand tim^ in am'rous fo^. 

Thy name have (^rv'd upon the deck. 
Again the happy pledge retoms 
To tell how truly Thomas bunr, . . 

How true Jia loves his Sally/* 

'< This thimble didst t)iou give to Sally, 
When this I see, I think of you ; 

Then why does Tom sland shiil I, shaH I, . 
Whileyonder steeple's in our view ?'V r 

Tom never to 09^9i<^ blind, 

Now took her in the willing mind| 

And went to church with Sally. 



THE CANADIAN BOAT SONG, 

A OLEB. 

J • MOOTtf 

Faintly as tolls the evening chinie, 
Our voices keep tune, and oiir oars keep time, 
Soon as the woodd on shore look dim, ' 
We'll sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn ! . ' 
Row, brothers, row, the stream mtistkst. 
The rapids are near and the diy-light's past I 

Why should we yet our sails unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl, 
But when th^ wind blows off the slMWtt^ • " 
Oh sweetly we'll restxmr weary oar ; « 
Blow, breezes, blaw. ihe stream ncast £ui$ « , .' I 
The rapids are near mad Hid day^ligiil'# puK 
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Utawa tkk I diif tremI>Rc% moOB, 
Shall see us float over diY.si:^|gpes sooft» '^ 
Saint of this Green Isle ! hear our prajer, . 
Grant us cool heavens and ftivoring air 1 
Blow, breeaes, biow^ die atream nint tnt, 
The rapkja art near and the day-UgH** pMt- 



THE MURDERED TRAVELtER. 

Loud blew the wind across the headi. 
And summon d forth the fiends of deaUi« 

To ride uppfi the storm ; 
The tempest howFdt the nig^t was dark, , 
And not one star, with twinkling spark. 

Shone on the Traveller's form. 

Deep on the path the white snow hj, 
And covered all the. foot-path way. 

And left no track to gain* 
Directed by Love's potent power^ 
Edward set out in lAich an hour 

In sjpita of wind and rain* 

His constant Kate, the long night o V^ 
Sat list!nin|p to the tempest's roar. 

And tnms her wooden fire : . 
She counts the minutes, wipes the tear, 
She hugs her infiint, shakes with fear. 

And trembles for its sire. 

No morrow's sun, with cheering ray, 
Shall light poor Edward oa Ijia way. 

To greet his wife again-^ 
His manly form, with many a wound, 
lies murder'd on the damp cold ground, 

Wept by the drenchii^ raip* 

JOCK OHAifcLDEAN. 

Sir Walter Scott4 

^* Why we^ ye by the tyde, Ladyef f 

Why weep ye by the tyda ? 
Ill wed ye to'my yonngest son, 

And ye riiall be kis bnde ; r 
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And y« «hftllr be hk bride, LsAjntf 

Sala! eomely to be see»." — 
But ay she loot the tears down fa* 

I^qr Jock o* Hazeldean^ 

• ** Now let tbi» wilfu' ^ief be donev 

And dry that cheek so pale; 
Young Frank is Chief of Errington, 

And Lord of Langley-Dale ; 
His step is^rst in peacefu' Ha/ 

His swerd in baUle keen." 
But ay she loot the tear let fa' 

for Jock o' Hazeldean* 

•• A chain of gold ye shall not )a(^, 

Nor braid to bind your b^r. 
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk. 

Nor palfry fresh and fafr ; 
And you the foremost o' them a/ 

Shall ride our forest Queen.'* 
But ay she loot the tear down fa' 

For Jock 6^ Hazeldean. 

The kirk was decked at raorniag tide, 

The tapers gbmmer'd fair ; 
The jpriest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And/da9ieand knight are there. 
They sought h^r by the Bow r and Ha/ 

The Ladye was not seen ! — 
She's o*cr the border, and awa 

With Jock o* Hazeldea»» 



tttE. SAILOR-BOY'S DREAM. 

In slumbers of night the poor sailor-boy lay. 

His hammock swang loose at the spovt of the wind. 
But, watch- worn arid weary , his cares flew away. 

And visions Qf happiness danc'd o'er hk mind ; 
He dream*d of his home, of his dear native bp,w^rs. 

And pleasure^ that waited on life's morfy moi|^, 
"Whilst memory stood sideways, half cover'd wjtb flowers. 

And restoi'd ev'ry rose, but secreted the thorn. 
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The jessamine claoibers ia flowem o'er the, tlbr^tcb, ' 

And the swallow siiig gweet from ithe nest in tKe wall^ 
All trembling h% dreams, he again lift the latch. 

And the voice of beloved ones reply to his caU: 
A Father bends o'er him with looks of delight, 

His cheek is impearPd with a Mothers fond teai^^ 
And the lips of the boy in a love-kiss unite' 

With the lips of the maid, wh^m his^ bosom kokk dear. 

Oh ! sailor-boy, sailors-boy^ never again 

Shall peace, love, or kindred, tky wbties repay, 
Unblest and unhonour'd, down deep in the mam, / 

Full many score fathom thy form shall decay. 
Days, months, years, and ages shall circle away, 

And still the vast waters above thee shall roll ; 
Earth loos^is thy body for ever and aye, - 

Oh ! sailor-boy, sailor-boy, pecuie to thy ioul ! 



UP IN THE MORNING'S NA FOR ME. 

Cauld blaws the wind fhte nordi to south, 

And dri£t is driving sairly ; 
The sheep are couring i* the heugh, 

O sirs 'tis Winter Fairly ; 
Now up in the morning's na for me. 

Up m the morning early ; 
I*d rather gang stipperless to my bed, 

Than rise in the morning early. 

Loud rairs the blast ainang the woods. 

The branches tirlin barly, 
Amang the chimney taps it thuds. 

And frost is nippin sairly. 
Now up in th6 morning's na for me. 

Up in the morning early ; 
To sit a' night I'd rather agree, 

Then rise in the morning early. 

The sun peeps o'er the southlan' hill, 

Like ony tim'rous carlie ; 
Jufit blinks a wee, then sinks again, 

And that we find severely. 
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No# up j§aktimmi^^Mi^^ *e% /' : ^ 
Up m the morniBgec^rly ir ' • 

When 8naiif4ibiir» into die tchinii)«y «beefc£ 
Wha'drisemthenKMrnidf ^rly?: .^ 

jH oosey house, a caaty wife, 

Keeps.aj a, body cheerjy ; 
AxA pantry stow'd ^* meal and miJt, 

It answer^ unco rarely, 
fiut up in the morning, na, na, na, 

Up in the momiqg early ; 
The gowans maun glent on bank and brae. 

When I rise in the morning early. 



TH5 ROSE WILL CEASE TO BLOW! 

' The rose will cease to blow. 

The eagle turn a dove, 
> The streams will cease to flow, , ; . 

Ere I will cease to love. 

Hie sun shall cease to shine,' 
The world shall cease to move, 

The stars their light resign, / 
Ere I will cease to love. . 



I PRITHEE GIVE ME BACK MY HEABT. 

iSJr John Sueklin^^ 

I PRi'i^HEE give rac back my Heart, 

Since I cannot have thine, 
For if from yours you will not part •' 

Why then should you have mine ? 
Yet now I think on't let it lie, 

To take it, would be vain, 
For there's a thief in that sweet eye, 

W-ould steal it back again. 

This Love is such a njystery^ . 
,;.^^ I c^nn^t nmke,i$.out, . . .:\. .. ^ r 
For wjien I think I'm best rfesolv'd 
I tjicn am most iu doubt \ 
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I will no longer pine ; c? 

But I'll beHevo I have her he«rt, '^ 

As much as the has mine*. >^ " 



CONTENT AND A PIPE. 
Air—'* The Sheep Shearers.*^ 

Contented I sit with my glass and my pipe, 

Puffing sorrow and care for away ; 
And surely the brow of grief nothing can wipe. 

Like smoking and moistening our clay ; 
But tho' liquor can banish man's reason afar, 

Tis only-a fool or a sot ; 
Who with reason or sense would be ever at war, 

And don't know when enough he has got ; 
For tho' at my simile many may joke, 
Man is but a pipe — and his life is like smoke. 

Yes ! a man and a pipe are much nearer a kki. 

Then as yet may have been understood ; 
For until with breath they are both fill'd within, 

Pray tell me for what are they good ? 
Both one and the other compos d are of clay, 

And if rightly Tve learn *d nature's plsm ; 
Take but the breath from them both quite away^ 

The pipe's out^ — and so is the man. 
For though at my simile many may joke, 
Man is biit a pipe — and his life is like smoke. 

Thus Vm told by my pipe, that to die is man's lot, 

And sooner or later he must ; 
For when to the end of life's journey he'f got. 

Like a pipe that's smok'd out — he is dust. 
So you who would msh to be wise, to be gay. 

Encourage not strife, wrath, nor sorrow. 
Make much of your pipe of tobacco to day^ 

For you may be smok'd out by to morrow. 
And tho' at my simtte many may joke, '; ^ 
Think man's but a pipe— and hi^ life is like imoke. 
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WHEN PENIHWa O'ER TpB LOFTT TMD. 

Fisher. 
When bending o'er the lofty y^rd. 

The jolly seaman reefs the sail. 
Though whirlwinds roar, he grapples hard 

The swinging beam, nor dread the gale : 
When- hidden rooks, and sable clouds^ 

Impede the sliattei^'d vei^sel's way, 
The boatswain, clinging to th6 tbrouds, 

Undaunted pipes his midnight lay. 

And ere Uie wreck begins to sink. 

Ere thro* her sid«!S the. billowa pour. 
The sailor bravely stops |o, drink. 

Then grasps the mast and gain the shore : 
'rtius, Harriet, were. I moor *d with you, 
/ Ny threatening danger would I see. 
But iaugh at terror's pale-iiEic'/d crew. 

And baffle life's tempestuous sea. 
Or haply shoiild soft zephyrs blow, 

-We'd leave llie port and share the gale; 
* While Bacchu.^ caird all hands below, 

.And Fortune, laugh uig, set our stiil; t 
From quick-sands of domes tic care, 

VVJiere Jealousy s lond brt^akers roar, 
Fi'oni sorrovv'ji {^ortst we\l steer afar, 

Till Di^alh sboiild tow our bout ashore. 



THE CONTENTED icOUPI-E. 

Percy, 
JtNNY is poor, and I am poor, 

Tifit vve will wed, so day no more. 

And should a little offspring come, '■ 

As few that marry but have some. 

No doubt but Heav'n uill .stand ouriifend. 

And bread and cheese, with children send. 

So fares the hen, in farmer's yard^ 
To pick alone she folds it hard, 
We known her weary ev'ry claw. 
In search of com among the straw. 
When she's in quest of nicer food, 
A»d clucks atnonjj^ ker cklrping brood» 
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Well pkfitM 1*ve «een that setf-dame }iefa, 
That scratched fbrone, would scratch for ten ; 
These are the tht)ughtsilhat'mak« tnei/riJiing, 
To take, my' Jaiife' without a shillmg, 
And for Ute self-same caiise, tl*^e sec, 
Jane is resolved to marry rae/ 

MR. AND MRS. VITE. 

Rhodes. 
A voRTHY cit, von Vitsunday 
Vith vife rode out in von-horse chay. 
And down the streets as they did trot, 
Says Mrs. Vite, ** Til tell you vot. 
Dear Villiam Vite, 'tis my delight, 
Ven our veek's bills ve stick 'em, 
That, side by side, ve thus should ride 
. To Vindsor or Vest Vickham." 

" My loving vife, full veil you know, 
Ve used to ride to Valthamstcfw, 
But now I thinks it much the best 
That ve should ride tovards the vest. 
If you agree, dear vife, vith me, 

And vish to change the scene, 
Then, ven the dust excites our thirst, 

Ve'll stop at Valtham-green." 

" Veil, then," says Mrs. Vite, say? 9he, 
** Vat pleases you must sure please me, 
But veekly vorHing^ ipust all go 
If ve this day go cheerful through^ 
For veil I loves the voods and grov^, 

They raptures put me in ; 
For you know, Vite, von Vit-sun night, 

You did my poor heart vin.'V 
IHhen Mrs. Vite, she took the vif>, 
And vacked. poor Dobbin on the hip, . 
Vhich made biai from a valk ruA fik$t. 
And reach the long-vish^d sigx^ at last. 
Lo, ven they stopt, out vaiter popt, 

** Vat vould you vish to take V* 
Say^.Vite, vitHa grin, ** Fll tak^ some gin. 

My vife takes vine «r3 cake." 
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ToVindUorontheyyenttoame. . 
Ven dinner o'er, Mr. Vite did talk, 
" My darling vifc veil take a valk { 
The pa^ kvidebytbeTaeraid^^ ? 

So ve T^TalktegedMr; 
Vile they get tea for you and iii6» 

Ve TiM enjoy the yeather." 

Some yanton Eton boys there vere^ 
Vich marked for vaggery this pair ; 
Mrs. Vite cried out " vat are they art^r T 
Ven they popp'd poor Vite into the vater. 
The vickpd viu then left die cits, 

Ven Vite the vaves sunk und^> 
She vepty she sqnalled, she vailed^ she bawled, 

" Vifrnot none help, I yonder.'* 

Her vimp^ng vords assistance broaght» 
And vith a boat-hook Vite they sought ; 
Ven she, vith expectation big. 
Thought Vite vas found, but 'twas his vig, 
Vite was not found, for he was drowned ; 

To stop her grief each bid her ; 
" Ah I no," she cried, " I vas a taMe, 

But now I is a vidder." 



THE BATCH OF CAKES. 

Air — ** BcWf tww, wow.^ 
This world is like a baker's shf^y . 

In which are many cakes, sirs. 
And oftentimes a curious one 

Will Madam Nature make, sirs. 
In great repute they've long been held^ 

For truly it is said, sirs, 
Wer't not for cakes, how many meii 

Must go without their bread, sirs. 

the ladies swe^st are su^ar cakes. 
And often prove a pme cake; 

C!Qi|iietB are qoW as frostqr cake«, .. ,^ 
And don't deserve a bndec!^«; . 
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A poorinaiiiitttAam cake, V 

A proud man n a paiBf^ t^, 
A poet is a teecly cate, 

11iat*B always Door ettoug^b sirs ; 
A rich man's a pluvi tsk^f 

A true friend is a heart cakb ; 
And if a man be six feet high. 

He can't be called a short cake. 

An old maid is a lemon cake, 

Aliachelor's a stale cake, 
A lawyer is a apuoge cake, i'^ 

Hb cHent h a pafe cake ; 
A sailor U a spicy cake^ 

Who's known from pole to polft, srrs. 
And if the sea were Chancery » 

He'd be Master of the Eoll, sir«» ' 

YoU may tkink me a droH-evks^ 

Bttt happy I shall be, sirs. 
If whmi amoi^t you here I oomei 

I suit you to a T, sirg« 
I have only now one more to add, 

And that shall be a sound cadce, 
May you neTer want a slice 

Of William's golden pound cake. 

DIAMOND CUT DtAMOND. 

A LAWYER, (^uite famous for making a bill^ 

And who in good living delighted. 
To dinner, one day, with a hearty good witf, 

Was by a rich client invited I 
But he charged 66. 8d. Tor going to dine, 

Which the client he paid, tho* no ninny ; 
And in turn charg'd the lawyer for dinner Sc wine, 

One a Crbwn, and the other a guihea t ' 
But gossips you know, have a saying In store. 
He who matches a lawyer has only oot more. 

2o ^ 
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The lawyer he piSt ii, and tedk^^a rcteeipl, 

While the cbent 8tar*d at him with wonder ; 
Bat ga^re to InsfKends, with the prodnde^^ a'treiit, 

Tho' the lawyer soon made him knock uftd^ t 
That his client sold wine, information he laid. 

Without license ; and, in spite of his stomingv 
The client a good thumping penalty paid, 

And the lawyer got half for informmg ! 

But gossips you know, have a saying in store 
He who matches a lawyer has only one more^ . 



THE GAMESTER. 

MiiM Ahram$. 

Dark was the night, and dreary was the scene. 

When Julia sat to count the lonely hours. 
Hours, that with Henry, happy might have been , 

But Henry's love for play subdued love's powers J 
Dear was his wife, his children too were dear. 

But dearer the dice, hy which he was undone ; 
His tender mate waa left no partner but a tear, 

Sheanxiowdy expected him— the d^'ltruokcme. 

In life's l)right mom when ^11 around was gay. 

When pleasure smilM and sorrow was unknown ^ 
With gtad consent he led his bride away. 

That lovely bride whose heart was M h\s own ; a 
A beanteouB offspring, now her care implored » 

A drooping husband wanted comfort too, » 

How could h^ leave an object so ador'd 

To watch the tedious night— the clock struck tioo, 

* i 

Loud blew the wind, and fast the torrent fell, ^ 

Vainly to calm disquietude she strove— ' ,- 

Hark 1 steps advance^he sounds the portal bell, -c 

She ran—she flew — to welcome home her lovefi^, 
Awhile his presence chf^erM— a!as ! how short I 

He paug'd — he aigli'd ; then atarted from the df^ 
She followed — but to hear the dread report — , 

A pistol clos'd the scene — ^the clock atruck fo^^^^ 
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FRO)f It oft^ &be worlds tl^ m^iea mee^ hmX acorn^ 
Thy Irt^h'ioiui imile no moie Bhall cheat my heart; 

Thy pow^r may crush the haplesa wretch fodom^ - 
B^ (VieodiUp hida from me thy ills depart. 

Thodgh poverty's sad darkening clouds o'ercast 
The op'ning prospects of hopes flattering dream^ 

Not biting penury itself can blast 

My joy, when cherish'd by unchanged esteem. 

What though no riches swell my coffered board. 
No jewels bright J&om eafttern rc^m sought, 

I boast of greater treasures — gifts adored, 
Tfeprecioas wealth of valued hearts unbought. 

Then h^cc fdse world, thy terrors are no more. 
Thy smile or frown alike I mark immoved ; 

Thy . JLyrant reign o*er this torn heart is o'er, 

And all iU joys shall rest on friei^ beloved. 



1 : HOM£-^D£AR LOVB, AND THEKt 

^i;^ ^ At mom I left my happy home, 
' ' In yon secluded bay ; i 

My bark shot o'er the lake's clear tide. 

And dasVd aside th^ spray : 
I sought the vale where sweetly blooms 
. The blushing op'aing rose : 
I rbam'd amid the sunny haunts, 

Where the fleet wild-deer repose :— ^ 

But sunny haunt, and happy scene, 

Had no swi^t charm for me. 
My thoughts— my heart — my hopes were tum'd 

l^o Home— Dear Love, and Thee ! 

/ At ntght I stood amid the halls, . . . ^ 

Whei;e Pleasure casts her spell, 
Aiid listened to the sweetest words. 
That ruby lips could teU^ 
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"""fflMtehightferi*ighandk»mf, ' 

> rEtot^«tK^ aniles and happy soags, 
HaiJ'no Jrweet chftmis forme; 
My U^^t»— my Uwrt— my hopes were turn'd , 
:^ .X%fi««e-^t)<wyrLOTe,ai*dTlbee. ,. 



THE PARSON, THE BOY, AND THE TURKEY 

\ Air — ^" X)erry Down." 

Ak old fanner there was, who was hless'd with a mater 
Who harf'^kt'veneJration for church and for «tate, 
And the parson, ii^b fiy'd^on the fat of th*4d*dj 
From this woft^fjr ^d <i«rtiple had fowls^ at eonnfttilLnd. 

At Christmas, that bountiful time of the year 
When the farm^'s free heart treated all wkh good cheer. 
His dame^ who fed turkeys, the numl>er not isw^ 
8ay*d th«liUi'Jb«Utlto\pw^.ivbi(dk ^4^ 

But%i^m& wft ttie order to Dick, Tom, or Nan^ 

To convey this fine turkey to this good man. 

For the parson, though piotiB^ he was tiot niiich sought. 

As he would not aiFo^l £^ poor servant* one groat. 

^'»i-i: ,/ ■ "^ ■ . .- L •-. '^ , A 

The good boy in the hova^ haying lie(|itd^ the dispute 
Between Didb^vT^, <aj»d Nan> and being o^ti;^ 
He said, '' My good d^me, let youf hei^ he ^ti^est, 
For the turkey I'll .tftke,^ if I don't VW be ble^" 

Then the boy feade all s})eed to the parson's front door, 
(Assurance that 'liever was witnessed before ;) 
He gave a» t^ftt-tat, so long arid so loud j ' ' 

Thario^ give him a^B^issidn the servants all croti^* 

Without more dekiy, to the parson he went-^ -[sent. 
** Here's a turkey," qitoth he, *^ which my mistress hath 
" My good lad, ** iftiA^the pawM^V*** ifyou^ ttke my 

seat, " •'■••/ 

111 tfaeb yoii how you shb^Ma niidsia^ r<^>bat." 
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Then the^^pnf^a/ivqtoo^ and thebwM he lo^l^ ^ 
Bowing low to the >Qf , thus ^wWy h» .spoke :— 
" With this turkey m^ master and nw8tre$$ doth pend 
Their duty to you their most reverend friend. ; 

Says the boy,'* My best wishes to them both youllbear, 
And now to the kitchen and take some good cheer ; 
And as 'tis the custom in country and town, ^ [crown. 
When youVe done come to me, you shall have a half 

The parson well pleas'd at the wit of the youth, 
And knowing fiitl w^U he had spoken the trujth> 
So finding the country lad was no ninny. 
From his pocket be gave him an old spaded guinea. 

FLY NOT YET. . 

T. Moore.: 
Fi*Y not yet, 'tis just the hour. 
When pleasure, like the midnight flower, 
That scorns the eye of vulgar light, 
Begins to bloom n>r sons of night. 

And maids who love the mooo. 
Twas but to bless these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made ; 
Tis then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing : 

Oh f stay— Oh ! stay ; 
Joy so seldom weave a chain 
Like this to-night, that, oh 1 'tis pain 

To break its liuks so soon. 
Fly riot yet ; the fount that ptey'd. 
In times of old, thro' Amnions shade, ^ ' 

Thmigh icy cold by day it ran, - ' 

;>^y Yet still* like souls of mirth, bcgwi , . . , i 

^ To buxft when night was near : 

And thus should woman's heart and looks, 
At noon be cold as winter brooks,. 
Nor kindle till the ni^t returning, 
Bring their genial Iwur for burning : . '•' 

fi Ohl stay— Oh! stay; • ' 

When dftf morning ever break ; ' 

And find such beaming eyes awake, r 

As those that jpaUEie herie ? r: c-*t HI 
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^ O! TWJNE A VVREATU, r ,1^ ,,.K 

! TWIN i: a wreath of evcr^een, .< ^ . -^ 
i And with it deck Uje brow ■ * * 

Of him who/mid life's varied sceoe^ i -r- y- '' 

Ne*er breaks his [ilighted vuw ; ^ . - 

Of him who, forced by honour^s call, 

III climes afar to roam, ' , . ' . 

"Whose tin xious thoughts will ever turn 

To her he loves at home. 
. ' ' O ! twine a Vre&tb, ^c, . , 

How few, *mkl pleasure's dazzling scenes^ « 
Reflect on kindness past ! . . «» 

How few, who wealth and power obtain, 
Are faithful to the last ! 

Too oft, in youth's gay simny days. 

- Men play the tyrant's part : 

Ttiey first ensnare, and then, alas ! 
Docoive- the guileless heart'. 

01 twine a wreath, &'c.' 



I LO<)K'D ON THE WATERS. 

I look'd on the waters — all calmly th^y lay,. 
And a light bark full providly was bounding away ; 
Love sat at the. helm, the Sails courted the wini, 
While heedlessly Pleasure and Beauty i^clin'd. 

1 look'd on the waters — the billows rose higb, 
Love quitted the helin-^Pleasure fled with a sigh ; 
The gale came on fitronger; the vessel wetit down, 
And Beauty ^9^ left f6r to struggle^ and drown; 

'* And thui^ •'^is,'* I said, *' with tie Voyage of life : 
Love sits at the h^lm, all when pleasure is rife ; 
But let only Misfbrtune's dark billows rise higby 
And Beauty's ^^serted, tb live or to die;'- 



ALL'S WELL- 
DESERTED by the waning mooii». 
When skies proclaim night's cheerless iiopii. 
On tower, forL p^ tent^ ground^ 
Th^ ;ient^;y. wfilKS h^.^oi^ rou»4 ; . , ; 
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Where caution mailcs tbe guarded w^y,*^ 

^* Who goes there ? «tra«4^ quickly tfell f' 

« A friend ''—th^ ^irofd-^" Godd night, Alfs Well ." 

Or sailing pV the midnight deep, 
While weary messtnates soundly sleep, 
The careful watch patrols the deck. 
To guard the ship mmi foes or wreck : 
And whilst his thoughts oft homewards veer, 
Some wetl-kriown voice salutes his ear, 
" What cheer ! Oh, brother, quickly tell !" 
" Above ! Below I Good night ! All's well," 



HOME SWEET HOME. 

Knight. 
The dearest spot of earth to me > 

Is Home, sweet Home I 
The fairy-land I long to see 

Is Home, sweet Home ! 
There, how charm'd the sense of hearing ! 
There where love is so endearing ; 
All the world is not so cheering 

As Home, sweet Home ! 

IVe taught my heart the way to prize 

My Home, sweet Home ! 
I've leam'd to look with lover's eyes, . 

On Home, sweet Home ! 
There, where vows are truly plighted ! 
There, where hearts are so united ! 
AH the world besides I've slighted 

Por Home, sweet Home. ! • t ■ ^ 



DEAR PRATIES, WE CANT DO WITHOUT 
^ THEM. 

Bryant. 

Air — " Dear Creatures, we can't do without them.** 

As a cook, a few dainties I'll here be explaining, / 
And sure you'll confess them the go in a trice ; 

They're of true Irish growth, and if you take my meaning 
You'll say they a^e all tlikt the world can uTnk nice. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



nert*f tome Mkt ^11 e«l t)M»» ntfAl 
whisky, 

S(me fOMI tiMm, while ethers pvefei Ifaemif b^M) 
And if you but eel them tlicyUl m^e four lieartsf ikfcjy 

Bui leave on their jackets, or else they'll be flfpoileA. 

Dear praties we can't live without them» ' ,. ' 

They gr^w in our fields and our aien they employ ; . , 

And talk as you will, you must say this abou^t them,; 
A mealy pratie*s an Irishman s joy* 

They make the boys stout, Sc they keep the girls slen^r. 

They soften the heart and they strengthen the mind^ 
And the man from the bog, or the lord in high splendor. 

All live by praties, as all folks can find. 
Besides, if a foe come to threaten old Erin, 

We'U bother his noddle, and soon stop his breath ; 
And at our ammunition he'd soon be found staring. 

For with praties, dear praties, we*d stone him to death ! 

.Pear praxes, &c. 

Then, if you'd be merry, brave, stout, and quite frisky, 

Fve €«Hy h, soldi little hint nt>w to give ; 
Pray don\ be afraid to drink plenty of whiskey, 

And a great many years you are 1 ikely to live* 
Then take my advice all yq gents uod ye ladms. 

East plenty of murphies, and hang tlie expense; 
For if you but swallow our mealy praties, 

By St. patricl^ you all will be qhoking with sense. 

Dear prati«», &c. - 

BEN BLOCK. 

Bbn Block was a vft'ran of ancient renown. 

And renown was his only reward ; ' 
The Board still neglected his merits to crown, 

]^or no interest had he with my Ijord : 
Bui staunch as old Be.nbow \f9S honest old Ben, 

He*d laugh at the cannon's loud roar, [meei. 

When death-dealing broadsides make wormVme^ Of 

And the scuppers run streaming with gore. • ' 

Nor could a Lieutenant's poor stipend pfOvoke 

Honest Ben to refuse scanty prog ; 
Hrs biscuit he'd break, turn his quid, crack a Joke^ 

And drown tare in a jorum of grog : 
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Honest Ben fpr his King fought and bled» v» 
Till time hadiinthateh*d aU^the roof from hi»f>«M;e,^,v ■: 
And the hair from his temples had, fiod. ., ^ > «, 

It happened he uiet (since his pate it was bare), ^ \ , 

The First Lord of the Admiralty onceT- '*^^ Hiair, 

" Honest Ben," quoth his Lordship, "ybii'vd !o^ all yon,r 

Since 1 last had a peep at your sconce :" ^ " V 
•* Why,my Lord," replied Ben,**' it withtnithmay be said, 
' That Aare-/io/^5 1 'long'have stood imder; / * •^ ^ 
When so mahy young Captams watk over i^yh^ad, ^ 
• To see me quite bald 'tis no y^pnder/ 



DEAR TIM. ! A 

iltr— *• Dear Tom this Brown Jug." •" 

Dear Tim, this Uack j^sfik, now so fiill ofstput yrljjUl^ey, 

Out of which I will drink to fat Ju^^y, sp firJstjj, 

Was once a tin kettle, a soldered oldsquiire. 

As ever boird water, for tea on tlie fire ; 

For simpering and singing it never was chid^ i„ %*. / 

And in boiling away, dwaya pufTd off tlie lid..^ 

It chanced as it sit on the coal-fire one dayj 

With just enough water, to simper away, 

Old Kate she step'd out for a pinch of Scotch smiff. 

And fai;got in this pot to put water enough ; 

The fhre sopn it 4^ed, and the sides, were bunit out^^ , 

The solder was melted, and ofTdropt the spout. 

The shell in the alley long time had been lain. 
And by trav«Uing at dogs' tails was beat flat: ctgSifn, 
\i length 'twas p^'d up — ^to the tluker brought back^ 
Faith 1 out of the kettle he form'd tliis black JRck', ^^ 
Now sacred to whiskey, to mirth and mild sl^ a 
I'll drink to sweet Judy in KilmainhamjatL *^* *_ 
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THE STORM. 

FaUtimer. 

SLOW. 

CiASBt ^^ boreas, blustering railer, 

List ye landsmen all to me : 
Messmates, hear a brother sailor > 

Sing die dangers of the sea ; 
l^rom bounding billows first in motion^ ^ 

Where the distant whirlwinds rise, 
To the tempest-tfouUed ocean, 

y^h(ttt the seas omtend with skies^ . 

LIVELY. 

^ Hark ! the boatswain hoarsely bawling, 
. By top-sail-idieets and halyards stand — 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling — 

Down your stay-rstmils, hand, boys, hand I 
Now it mshens, set the braces— ^^ 

Now the top-sail sheets let go-r-. , 
luff I boys, luff ! don't majte wry faces— 

Up your top-sails nimbly clew." 

SLOW^ 

Now all you at home in safety, 

Sheltw'd from the howling storm. 
Tasting joys by heav n vonchsaf -d yc. 

Of our state faint notions form. 
' Rotund us roars the teinpest louder, 1 > 

Think what fear each mind enthrals; , •/, 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, - - .■; ^- 7T 

^^ again the boatswain calls ! . ,. . , , . • 

, QVICK. 

^' The topHwil-^yards point to tkeiwind, boysf 

See aH clear to re«f eadi course-^. 
lieA^tiM^ ffHe^'dbeet go,— idonH mind,: bifs,;^ ^ 

Though the weaUier should be worse ; 
l?ore ajd »fl &e sprit-sail-yard get, . ^ . . , . 

Reef the mizen — see all clear — ^ 
Hands up^r-each preventer-brace fet— , - ]p ,*•> 

Ma* th^ fere-yai:d— cheer I Ws,<ihe^ l*'^'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



9k 

Now the dreadful thunder roaring. 

Peal on peal, contending, clash; 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, . 

In o!ir eyes blue lightnings flash ; ; 

One wide water all around us, -i 

All above us one black sky ; 
Different deaths at once surround us-7- :, 

Hark ! — what means that dreadful cry ? 

. .i QUICK. 

•** The foremast^s gone !" cries every tongue out, 

** 0*er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck ; 
A leak beneath the chest-tree's sprung out^- 

Call all hands to dear the wieck* 
Quick the lanyards cut to |nec6S-^ 

Come, my hearts, be stout and bold; 
Plamb the well— the leak increases — 

Four feet water in the hold I** '■ 

SLOW. / 

While o'er the ship wild waves are beating. 

We for wives and children mourn ; 
Alas I from hence there's no retreating, 

Alas ! to them there's no return. 
Still the leak is gaining on us. 

Both chain pumps are okoak'd below ; 
Heav*n have mercy hest upon us ! 

For only that can save us now* 

QUICK. 

^* O'er the lee-beam is the land, boys- 
Let the guns o'er bdard be thrown — 

To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys—* 
See ! our mizen-Biast is gone 1 

The leak we've found it cannot pour hat, 
WeVe lightened her a foot, or more ; 

Up, and rig a jury-foremast — 
She rights ! she rights ! boys, wear off sim#^^ 

LiVEtY. ^, 

:Now, once more, peace round us beamio|^ 
Since kind heav'n has sav'd our Ihre^ 

^rom our eyes joy's tears are streaaui^ ^^^i 
For our chilatPen atidi fwr wivd. 



ui 
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Grateful bearts now btat ta wonder 
To him who thus fnolongs our days ; 

Hush'd to rest the mighty thunder, 
Ev'ry Tolee borsls forth his praise* 



THE FORSAKEN. 

iltr — " Oh no, we never mention her.** 

,Th£t tell me that his heart is changed^ ~% 

Does ahsence rend the ties 
Of yooBg affection that w«Aild make 

This earth a paradise? . . 
Tls tnie, I asked n^ patting vow 

And he is free to rove ; 
But oh ! he must remember hi>w 

I tnisted to his love. * -: 

.Bat vows ean never bind the souM , 

That struggles to be free ; 
Love languishes in slavish bonds. 

His home is liberty. 
The treasures of my heart aire cast 

Like wrecks upon the deep, 
And these wild tears they are the last 

My eyes shall ever weep. 

But if my pale and alter'd form 

Should meet his eye in vain. 
Reproaches — no my heart shall break. 

It never shall complain. 
And oh. I I feel that very soon 

My sun of life will set ; 
But till my heart shall cease to beat 

It^never shall forget. 



OH! COME TO ME, 

T. Moatf. 

Oh ! come to me when day-light sets ; 

Sweet tfien corae to me. 
When «ma0ihly go our gondolets 

&^ t\^ rjioonlight sea. 
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When Minh awake, aoid Love bogws. 

Beneath that glancing »y« 
With sound of lutes and mandolins, 

To steal young hearts away. 

Oh ! come to me, &c- 

Oh ! then*8 the hour for those that love, 

Sweet ! like thee and me ; 
When all so calm below, above, 

In haven and o'er the sea. 
Whan maiden's sing sweet Barcardles, 

And Echo sings again. 
So sweet, tliat aU widi ears and souls 

Should love and listen then. 

So come to me, &c. 



PADDY CAREY'S FORTUNE. 
TwAS at the town ofnate Clogheen, 

That Sergeant Snapp met Paddy Carey ; 
A claner boy was never seen. 

Brisk as^a bee, %ht as a &iry : 
His brawney shoulders four feet square : 

His cheeks like thumping red potatoes ; 
His legs would make a chairman stare I 

And Pat was lov'd by all the ladies ! 
Old and young— grave and sad — 
Deaf and dumb-niull or mad — 

Waddling, twadling, limpings squintingi 
Light, brisk, and airy, — 
All the sweet feces at Limerick races. 

From Mullinavat to Maghera-felt, 

At Paddy's beautiful name would melt 1 
The sowls would cry, and look so shy, 
<* Och ! Cushlamachree, did you never see 
The jolly boy, the darling joy, the lylies' toy. 
Nimble-footed, blaok-ey'd, rosy-cheek'd. 

Curly-headed Paddy Carey ! 
O, sweet Paddy, beautiful Paddy ! 
Nate little, tight little^ Paddy Carey ?" 
His heart wa^ made of Irish oak. 

Yet soft as streams from swate Killamey, 
His tongue was tipt with a bit o' th' brogue, 
* But the deuce a bit at* all of the blarney. 
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<WMi^FAt.w)Ei8 coaxing tto«k-l«g|*4MaTr, 
A chitltng slijity sb^msre attd c/<t;ie, ' r 
.By:ty powers ! he. 'listed Paddy Cafrey ! 
Tight and sound — strong and light, — 
Cheeks so round — eyes, so bright, — 
Wliistling, Immming, drinking, drunuaing, 
Light, tight, and, airy ! ..: . .' r* •^ a^* 
All the sweetf^ces, &c- 

^^ W 
The sowls wept loud, the eroud was great, ^ 
When waddling, forth came \¥idOAv Leary ; 
Tho' she« was crippled in her gjait, '*• * 

Her brawny ainoiscliispi^d Paddy Carey ; 
** Och Pat!" she cry*d> *'^ buy the ring ; 
Here's cash galloire^ my darl^ig hP^^K 
Says Pat, *' you soi4.7 / ril do that thing/' 
And clap his tliumb upon her moneys , ' . 
<>imb!et eye- -sausage nose — 
Pat so sly — ogle throws — . t 

Leering — tittering--jeering-^rittering^ 
Sweet Widow I/rary! 

AH the sweet faces, Sec. 

When Ptil l,^d thus fns fortune made, . . 

He piVssV] iht} lips cf Mlstre:3s Leaiy, 
And uiouiifhi^^ !>trarglit a lar^e cockade, , r/ 

In traptaiu's boots siruLs Faddy Carey ! 
He graR'fi] pnii_K\lLerij;i^//c Jier^ocA, . ; 

To ethers liio ^ dromedary ; 
Her oyca, that seenVd their strings to cxa^ 
Wets^ Cupid's (!aris to Captain Carey. 
]<ate and swate'-wo alloy- 
All complete— love and joy. 
Ranting, roaring, suft adoring, Dciir Widow I^fqpjr f 
All the sweot faces ut Li au- nek races, . " . r. 
From MulHnavat to Mao^hera-folt, 
At Paddy's piomotiuu sigh and mclL 
*Tho s<yivls all cry, us the groom i^trutt by, "^ - - 
Och ! Cushlaniachri^e, thon art lost to me ! 
' l\tt jolly boy \ I he diirling boy \ 
Tb« ladies' toy I the widowV joj' / ., ;i 
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Long 9woxA'pxi^f naie it^ort^ikkitfr'^ ^f/^ 

Head crapt) whiskers cbopp'd Captain Oeirfty t 

O, sweet Paddy I beautiful Pad4y'l *'' 

White-feather'd, boot-leather'd, Paddy Ca^y- 



THE WELSH HARPER. . 

Over the sunny hills I Stray, 
Tuning many a rustic lay ; ' 
,And oft-times in the shadowy vale, 
I sing of love, or battle tales. ^ 
Merrily thus I spend my life, * j ^ '^ 
Though poQT my breast is free from strife. 
The blydie old Harper eall'd am I, < > 
In the Welsh vales, mid mountams high* 

Sometimes before a castle gate, . 

In song a battle I relate ; 
Or how a l4)rd m shepherd's gtiise, . 
Sought favour in a virgin's eyes. 
To rich, or poor, a welcome guest. 
No cares intrude upon my breast ; . 
The blythe old Harper oalPd am I, . 
In the Welsh vales, mid mountain's hig^. 
When Sol illumes thJB western skies. 
And evening zephyrs softly sighs,; 
Oft-times, on village greens I play, , ^ 
Whfele round me dance the rustic's ga{^- . 
And when inveil'd by sable night, „,,,.. 
The wandVing shepherds, I deTjght,..,!",'^ 
The blythe old Harper calFd am I, 
In the Welsh vales, mid mountainu hi^hu' f 



THE IRISH HARPER. 

Ah ! dark are the halls where your ancestors reyeJl*d, 

And mute is the biirp that enllvenM the day * 
ThetowVs thaitf!**y flwelt in are awfnlly levelled. 

The signs of their ^ re witness are su ink in decay. 1 
Where is the chief that strode forwaid, to gipry ? . . 

Where is the bard that told valour*!? dread story ? 
Alas ! they are gone, sii^d the years now befoTHaj^ 

Are j^ntly illumin'd by Fame's setting ray* 
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Oil Brfai 1 uliikt lifB in this bo^m is sw^tthgr; '^ 

Shall I neglect thee, tkou hnd of my b^rth ? 
On thy mountains I'll hold with sweet friendship ray 
dwellings 

And bYmn forth thy praises, thou favorite earth. 
Beauty shall weave rosy garlands beside me, 

Peace imind thy shores shall with plenty provide me : 
In thy prosperous hour, Oh my country^ VU pride me. 

And thy trials that point to the nati<»t8 thy worth. 



OH NANNY! WILT THOU GANG WITH ME. 

Percy- 
Oh Nimny ! wilt thou gang with me, 

Nor sign to leave the flaunting town T 
Can silent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and russet gown ? 
No kmger dress'd in silken sne^, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ! 

Oh Nanny ! when thouVt far away, 

Wilt thou not cast a wish behind ? 
Say, canst thou face the parching ray, 

Nor shrink before the wintry wind ? 
Oh ! can that soft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardship learn to bear ? 
Nor, sad, regret each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ! 

Oh Nanny ! canst thou love so true. 

Through perils keen with me to go ! 
Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue. 

To share with him the pang^ of woe ? 
Say, should disease or pain befal, ^ 

Wilt thou assume the nurse's «are ? 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recal 

Where thou wert fairest of the £ur ! 

And when at last thy love shall die, 
Wilt thou receive Lis parting breath 

^ilt thou refHress each struggling sigh, 
And cheer with smiles thcbed of death ? ' 
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And wilt Aou o*^ i»s bi^fiffabm ^^ J ^hS d6 
Strew flow'rs and drop tlie tender ce^ ^ .,f9 

Nor tbwi n^pret thos« scenes iso gay „ *'" \ ^^^ 
Where thou w^ fairest of the mir ? / ' 

HE STRIKES THEMllffSTREUS LYRS: aOA^^^ 

Hfi strSiesthe ^instrers I>^e ag^ln, . ^ 

And happy is his song' ; , .^ ^ 

For brighdy beams bis laughing eye^ ' 

And rapture's on bis tongue : 
The clouas that darkened all his hopes, 

Hare floated fax away, - ' ^ 

Her heart, her heart is now his own, 

He's lov'd by Alice Or^. 

He quits the dark and sorrowing scene, , , 

His cares are Uush'd to rest, 
His pilgrimage is past fuid goxi^, 

His fakhful love is blest : 
And now for him and him alone^ 

Her eye shines bright and ^y ; 
Her heart, her heart is now his own, 

His bride is Alice Gray. 

HERE'S A HEALTH TO KING WILLIAM. 

Here's a health to King William, God bless hhn ! 

Here's a health to King William the Fourth ! 
True Britons with rapture address him. 

The lord of tbe Isles of the northl 
Fill, fill every ^ass with a bumper so bright,. 
For loyalty reigns at our bafK][net to n^kt, 

Hiirridi! hurrah! hurrah! 
Here's a health to King William and Queen Adelaide ! 
May their happiness last, and their smiles never fade. 

Here's a health Queen Adelaide- -bless her! 

Here's a health to the Queen of the feir, ' 

The wise and the good will caress her, 

And Providence guard her with care. 
Then ffll every ^lass with a bumper so bright^ 
For loyalty reigns at our banquet to night. 

Hurrah ! hurrah 1 hurrah ! ■ ' 

Long life to King William and Que^i Adelaide. 
May they shine in the sun as they smiled in tiiesbfode 
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THE MINSTRELS LAST LAY. 

While thus he poured the lengthened tale. 

The Minstrel's voice began to foil : 

Full slyly smiled the observant page, 

And gave the withered hand of age 

A goblet, crowned with mighty wine, 

The blood of Velez's scorched vine. 

He raised the silver cup on high. 

And while the big drop filled his eye. 

Prayed God to bless the Duchess long 

And all who cheered the son of song. 

The attending maidens smiled to see, 

How long, how deep, how zealously. 

The precious juice the Minstrel quaked, 1 

And he emboldened by the draught, > 

Looked gaily back to them, and laughed. } 

The cordial nectar of the bowl 

Swelled his old veins, and cheered his soul ; 

A lighter, livelrer, prelude ran. 

Ere thus his tale again began : — 

" And said I that my limbs were old ; 
And said I that my blood was cold ; 
And that my kindly-fire was fled, 
And my poor withered heart was dead. 

And that I might not sing of love ? 
How could I, to the dearest theme. 
That evei^ warmed a Miustrers dream. 

So foul, so false, a recreant prove ? 
How could I name Love's very name, 
Nor wake my Harp to notes of flame V^ 

" In peace, Love tunes the shepherd's reed ; 

In war, he mounts the warrior*s steed ; 

In halls, in gay attire is seen ; 

In hamlets, dances of the green. 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove, 

And men below, and saint above : 

For Love is heaven, and heaven is Love." 
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THE KING 
The^neen 
The ^yal Famify 

Our Native Land : may those who loye it enjoj its blessings 
The Cit^ and Fort of Norwich : success to its Trade 
May Pe^ioe reign in onr mansions and Harmcwj in our souls 
May Harmony, while it delight the ear, warm and improve the 
l^eart 

May the" flower of Affection he nurtured tTnder the sun -shine of 
SiiRseritv - 

' The British Navy; may it ever sail on a sea of Glory, and waft- 
ed by the gales of prosperity^ enter ihe Port of Victory 

The Memory of the immortal Nelson : may his name and exam<* 
][)le inspire* every British Tar with a love of duty 

- The British Army>: may its distinguished characteristic always 
be^^ Fortitude in disaster, Courage iii danger, and Meroy in victory 

' 'Pie Land we live inT-** let him that don't lilce it leave it" as 
Jack Fuller said 

Tlie industrious Peasantry o^ Great Britain and Ireland : and 
mav they live in comfort by their industry 
. Jif ay civil and reUgioua liberty ever go hand in hand 

Peace and affection to all 
t May we never condemn that in a brother which we would par- 
don in ourselves 

■ May friendship be enlivened by good humour, but never 
wounded by wit i 

May friendship smile in our cups and contentment reign in our 
hearts ' , 

The funeral of animosity, and the resurrection of friendship 
The sweet sun-shine of the soul : a true Friend 
May we jiever engage in a bad jcwase nor forsake a good one 
|Vlay the bosom of virtue and ini^oceuce never be the shrine 
of^e 
' May the rose of Friendship always blossom 

- The sweet companion of life : a virtuous wife 

'May every true Briton enjoy the union-dish i Englisfa iBsef, 
Scotch Cakes, and Irish Potatoes 

Good ships, fair winds, brave sailors f 

' May our Admirals always act admirably 
May concord, peace, and good will ever subsist between Catholic 
Protestant,, and Dissenters of all denominations 
f -When we fish for content may we experience good sport 
, . May our mirror ever cast an honest reflection 
May we j)art with regret, and meet again with pleasure 

END. 
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